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Jonah was a British comic strip series, published in the magazine The Beano, 
drawn by Ken Reid. It first appeared in issue 817, dated 15 March 1958. 
The title character- a sailor and askinny, gormless, chinless wonder- was 
feared by all other mariners because he would (accidentally) sink every ship 
he sailed on (and often all other vessels in the neighbourhood to boot). 

His name is a direct reference to the long established sailor's superstition 
(which is in turn based on the Biblical prophet Jonah whose ship nearly sank 
in a storm). In one episode he started a war between the nations of Gorgonzolia 
and Parafinalia and this resulted in the utter destruction of the combined 
fleets of both countries (a possible reference to the Cold War). 

The strip ran until issue 1090, dated 8 June 1963, when he unintentionally 
flooded Sludgeport Museum. Punch and. Jimmy took over Jonah's page as 
from the following week. 


In the year the Jonah strip ended a new strip entitled Jinx began this strip 
also drawn by Ken Reid featured Jonah's sister. This strip was similar to the 
Jonah strip with the main character being equally clumsy, but this new strip 
was less nautical. Jinx ended in 1964. 


In the early 1980s Jonah also appeared in the short lived Buddy comic. 


In the 1980s, Jonah appeared in several Beano Comic Libraries, meeting 
The Toppers Puss ‘n’ Boots twice. Ironically, they also joined The Dandy in 1993! 


A spin-off strip entitled "Son of Jonah", drawn by Jerry Swaffield, appeared in 
the Beano in 1992 and lasted until 1993. Jerry Swaffield also drew a one-off 
Jonah strip entitled "Jonah (The Boy who sank a 1000 ships)" in 1988. 


Jonah returned 30 years later in 1993, albeit this time in The Dandy. 

Here he met the captain of the Ragworm's Revenge, Timmy Fogg (nicknamed 
‘Thick’ Fogg) and accidentally sunk the barge of the last water gypsy, 
enabling her to retire - in gratitude, she gave him a magic earring, which 

if pulled would turn him into a monster-like man. The strip continued in 

The Dandy for a few years afterwards. The revival was drawn by Keith 
Robson, Ken Reid having died by then. 











| PROVIDE THE 

( WORLD’S FINEST SAILORS! 
HEARTS OF OAK! 
MEN OF STEEL! 


This is Sir Albert Cumgert owner oF’ 
the i po Sailor Hiring Agency.= 
wie a 


These are the type of sailors 
Sir Albert can supply. : 

















~ [ NATURALLY, Ky 
HOSKINS, 
NATURALLY! } 


OUR PROFITS ARE 
UP AGAIN, SIR ALBERT! 





=< : 
ae 


‘i ' 
: Ne =) ny y 
eae Ve 4 
Hees SSS 


MY GRANDFATHER STA 


Heat. 


not-so-wealthy Snidely 
— Sea-Farers’ Agency— 


FY HEH- HEH! I’M GOING 
CRUN 
















TO KNOCK SIR ALBERT 


THE SAM SNIDELY HIRE- 
fe A-SAILOR COMPANY WILL 
pa BECOME NUMBER ONE! 


I’M GOING TO SINK SIR 
ALBERT’S EMPIRE WITHOUT TRACE! 


YOU HAVE 
AN IDEA, SAM? 
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Who,or whatis 
the dreaded ‘im? 





SCOUR THE DOCKS, 
SEARCH THE BILGES, 
TILL YOU FIND HIM! 


At the Oneedout 
shipping line office— 





cl DON’T PHONE US! 
WE WON'T PHONE YOU! 


coo! IT’S 
JONAH! 
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ee Fe ~ 
‘Jonah sinks every vessel he sets foot on—<>s“ 
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1 WAS JUST ASKING AGGISBOTTLE 
ONNISBIKE, THE SHIP-OWNER,FOR 
A JOB AS SEA- CAPTAIN! 










THAT’S NO WAY 
TO TREAT A 
GALLANT SAILOR LAD! 





THAT’S WOT 
I SAID! 


{ THIS PADDED 
UNIFORM 
WILL HELP! 


AND NOW A TIGHT- YES—A GREAT 
FITTING MASK! IMPROVEMENT. 


oN 








At the Crunge Agency—.-—~" 


AVAST THERE, YOU SWABS! 
LET A REAL SAILOR THROUGH! 













FIRST OFFICER EVAN KEEL AT 
YOUR SERVICE! I REQUIRE A BERTH! 


‘ae? 
oS Corr 














(your CREDENTIALS 
ARE FLAWLESS! 7° 






NO NEED TO GET) 
PERSONAL! I’LL }) 
~{ TAKE THE JOB! 





AVAST THERE, YOU 
LAND- LUBBER! 





Ol, FANG- FEATURES, 
YOU DON’T SCARE ME! 





But when Sir Albert gets a front view— 


AAGH! WHAT FOOL 
LET HIM IN HERE? 


P.. 


NINCOMPOOP! I?LL HAVE 


YOU KEEL- HAULED FOR THIS! }. 


AS AN OFFICER AND 
A GENTLEMAN, MAY 
| OFFER YOU SOME ADVICE! 





MIND YOUR BLOOD 
PRESSURE OR YOU?LL 
BURST YOUR BOILER! 


TSK- TSK! THAT’S 
NO WAY TO TREAT 
A LOYAL EMPLOYEE! 





SO YOU’RE BEHIND 
THIS, SNIDELY! 


BEST OF BRITISH 
JONAH HAS . (-SA(LUCK, SIR ALBERT, 
SIGNED A LONG- i NYOU’LL NEED IT! 
TERM CONTRACT CYVaIn 

WITH THE 
CRUNGE AGENCY! 


a r) 





THIS WILL RUIN US, SIR! 
NOBODY HAS EVER 
SURVIVED JONAH! 


a COURAGE, 


HOSKINS! Ji 


IF 1 CAN MAKE 


HAVE GIVEN UP JONAH INTO A 


WITHOUT A FIGHT! a \A GOOD SAILOR, MY 
NAME WILL BE MADE. 


MORE LIKELY 
IT’LL BE MUD! 





So Jonah embarks on the intensive 
course of seamanship— 


WE’*LL START YOU 
OFF IN A SMALL BOAT. 


| THIS IS AN INSULT 
TO A MAN OF MY 
NAUTICAL EXPERIENCE! 


"PM USED TO MUCH 
LARGER VESSELS! 


I KNOW! THE SEA- BED’S 
yw LITTERED WITH ’EM! 





FULL STEAM AHEAD, 
MISTER MATE! 


At Sir Albert's mansion— : 


SO FAR THAT GOON 
HAS SUNK SIX MOTOR- 
LAUNCHES, FOUR ROWING 

BOATS AND AN 
UNSINKABLE DINGHY! ] 


GROAN! I?LL BE 
RUINED IF 
THIS GOES ON! 


iat be 


LESSON ONE! ALWAYS 
UNTIE THE BOAT FIRST! 


1 CAN’T 
REMEMBER 
EVERYTHING! 


1 KNOW HOW TO 
SOLVE OUR PROBLEM! 





The captain of the car-ferry 
owes Sir Albert a favour— 


I MUST GO DOWN TO 
THE SEA AGAIN, TO THE ¥& 
LONELY SEA AN’ THE Sky! 


WN 





ANN 


ZZ. 
AN’ ALL 1 WANT YOU WILL 


AN’? A STAR TO wv, an ct Maes 
(STEER HER BY! Y 
eo DOCK IN CALAIS! 


AYE- AYE, 
SKIPPER! 





({LAND-HO, CAP’N! 
WE’LL BE DOCKING 
IN TEN MINUTES! 


I’?LL JUST HAVE A 
TRIAL RUN TO BE 
ON.THE SAFE- SIDE! 


STAND BY TO 
LOWER OUR RAMP! 





‘[)D BETTER CHECK THE 
MECHANISM! IT MAY ¥ 
BE DEFECTIVE! 


The only méchanism 
that’s defective is 
Jonah’s brain mechanism! 21 





PT AAGH! SOME FOOLS | 
OPENED THE CAR HATCH! 


NOW WHAT FOOL 
CAN THAT BE! 


HOLED BELOW THE 
WATER- LINE! 


I KNEW THIS 
Py SHIP WAS 
1 DEFECTIVE! 





HEY! WHAT 
ABOUT 


ae ee ———S— 





JUST KEEP 
. ( ROWING, SIR! 
-_ —am 
r- 





GRR! IT’S GONE 
DOWN WITH ALL CARS! 


LOOK ON THE BRIGHT 
1 SIDE,SKIPPER! WE WEREN’T 
VERY FAR FROM LAND! jam 





Sir Albert tries again— 


HERE’S AN IDEAL MAN 
FOR STEWARD ON YOUR }- 
HOVERCRAFT! 


HE WON’T BE NEAR THE 


O) 
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CONTROLS—AND HERE’S A LLL TABE® 
NICE LITTLE BONUS FOR YOU. A CHANCE! 





WELCOME 
ABOARD, 
MATES! 





— no you Don’t, W\| [no smoxine! THE KN 
My GOOD FELLOW!) |(LADIES MIGHT OBJECT) \ 
TO THE.PONG! ;~ 






sHuLinp! LL 
HEY! WATCH IT! } f- 









HOWL! WE’RE 
TAKING OFF! 














YOWK! IT? 
STOPPED | 
HOVERING! 


DON’T PANIC! IT’S 
ONLY THE HOVERCRAFT 
HOVERING! 








WHERE IS THAT GOON? 
1 WANT FIRST BASH 
AT HIS FOOLISH BONCE! 


Za? 
Ps) Zz GLOOP! HOPE THEY 


DON’T HAVE ANY 
CVA > DEPTH- CHARGES! 
LB 





Later— 

USELESS GOON! 
NAUTICAL NUTTER! 
FANG- FACED FREAK!) _ 


1 *AVE ’ERE THIS 


LEGALLY BINDING CONTRACT} ; 
P{ HIS SCRAWNY NECK! } 


WITH YOUR FIRM. 


FLATTERY 
WON’T GET 


GRR! I’D LIKE TO BIND 
A ROPE ROUND 


f S 





A CRUNGE NEVER 


BREAKS HIS WORD! fier 


| . 
COMPLETE A SAFE] § [LOR CRANDAD’S SAKE 
VOYAGE, EVEN IF : 

=‘ IT RUINS ME! 


Sate : 
SSE 


HM! THE JAPANESE HAVE INVENTED im 
A NEW TYPE OF SHIP. — 7% 





In Tokyo harbour, the S.S. Sakatati rides at anchor— 


SHIP CONTROLLED BY 
MASTER COMPUTER! 












SHIP FULLY AUTOMATIC! NOT NEED 
CAPTAIN OR CLEW. I SHOW YOU! 7 

















GOOD DAY, 27 
GENTLEMEN! 


WELL BONK 
ME WITH A (ce 
BARNACLE! 


THIS WILL BE TEST 


THAT SHIP IS 


_7 SHIP FULLY FOOL- PLOOF! 
PLOTECTED BY 


AUTOMATIC 
SECURITY 


Jonah takes the Sakatati I’VE DONE THE 


on her sea trials— DUSTING—NOW 
I’M GETTING BORED! 





HEH- HEHE |* —AND THEN WHEN 


HAVE A CHAT 1 WAS IN THE 
WITH THE CHINA SEAS—BLAH— 


COMPUTER! 





—AND THEN THE 
CAPTAIN SAID— 
AND IT WAS A 

| TUESDAY—AND 
IT WAS RAINING— RED ALERT! 


ROCKS AHEAD! 





DON’T GET YOUR 
WIRES CROSSED, 
MATE! I CAN 
SEE ’EM! 


I’LL SHOW YOU 


HOW TO DOA BAH! THIS IS 
BOWLINE! } NOTHING COMPARED 

TO THE GREAT 

BARRIER REEF! 





FS ZRRT! BREEP! 
COMPUTER < 
% ERROR! Gr 


Jonah rescues 
the computer— 


NOW WE’RE ALONE, 
WE CAN CONTINUE 
OUR LITTLE YARN! 








Meanwhile,the strain is 


beginning to tell on i 
f I’M PROFESSOR 
nooner Aibert CLAUDE BLOTCH. 1} 
I’M DOOMED, Sy HAVE ASCHEME 
GRANDFATHER! o TO RAISE THEF 
NOBODY CAN x 
SAVE ME NOW! 


like grandad 
every day— 


I INTEND TO FILL BALLOONS | 
7 WITH A GAS THAT IS 
LIGHTER THAN AIR! 





Blotch shows his plan— 


] WILL FLOAT THE TITANIC’ & 
BACK TO THE NAUTICAL MUSEUM! 


i 


HOW ri 
I HELP? 




















1 NEED A SHIP’S 
COOK FOR MY 
SALVAGE TUG! 


(1 HAVE THE very 


GOON—ER, MAN! 





Aboard the salvage vessel *’ Macaroni "— 


I’LL KEEP *EM 
RIGHT, PROF! 


Ss 
SOON YOU WILL 
WITNESS AN 
af HISTORIC EVENT! 














PUT DA 
KETTLE ON, 
COOKEE! 


COFFEE COMIN’ 
UP, SKIPPER! 
















BAH! THIS 
PESKY TAP’S 
BLOCKED! 


Jonah approaches the 
bilge overflow pipes— 
F*( AH, GOOD! AN ) 
AMPLE SUPPLY & 
OF FRESH WATER! 


| 













BURBLING BILGE- RATS! 
THIS TAP’S RUNNIN’? A 
BIT STRONGLY! 


MAMA-MIA! WE 
SPRUNGA DA LEAKA! 





SEENKEENG! 


DON’T PANIC, MY BRAVE LADS! 
FILL THE BALLOONS WITH GAS 


HOWL! WE’RE NOT 
SEENKEENG NOW, 
PUT YOUR TRUST WE’RE FLYEENG! 
IN JONAH, MATES! => 


= 





Poor ol’ Blotch is yanked into the air 


like a freshly caught mackerel— : 
([/ WAH! WHAT’S HAPPENING? 
ge 7 PULL ME ON BOARD! 
SKY- DIVER! hic F 


DON’T BLAME ME! 
I’M ONLY THE COOK! 


— 


ee rere 





Not far off is a replica of a 
German airship now being used 
for novelty pleasure flights— 


HEIDELBERG] 


All passengers are clad 
in traditional uniform— 


This is Baron Heinrich von Poultiss, 
who thought up the scheme— 


DISS VASS A 
GOOD IDEA OF MINE, 
WASS IT NOT, 
[SAH | BECKENBAUER? 


eA 





EVERYBODY PUT DER 
CORKS ON DER HELMETS! 
WE DON’T WANT TO BURST 
DER AIRSHIP! 


There is traditional 


German music— 





a; | HAFF ULK! DO 
DER ONLY MINE EYES 
AIR- SHIP DECEIVE 

IN DER 
WORLD! 


7 


DONNER AND KEBAB! 1} 
IT’S HEADING STRAIGHT 
FOR US! HIMMEL! 





The airship rams the airship amidships - 


The gondola of 
the airship plunges 
downwards— 


















IT WAS HERR JONAH, VER | 


BECKENBAUER! (I) —_ 
, JAWOHL, MINE 








Lire Betta | BARON! SPLUTTER! 


a } GEEVE EET 






— 5 I gl 
Sirk 


<“( OK, YOU GUYS! 


; GO PICK UP 
THE PLANE! 








At a second-hand plane dealers— 


IT’S ALL 
YOURS, 


And this is the only Wunderland 
flying boat left in the world— 


\ 


DO YOU STILL REMEMBER 
HOW TO-FLY THESE THINGS, PIECE OF 
LITTLES, OL’ BOY? CAKE, ALGY! 








! 


! OFF 
! 


WE. GO INTO THE 
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WIDE BLUE YONDER 
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JUST LIKE THE OLD 
DAYS, ALGY OL’ CHAP! 













TO THINK THAT 
THIS 1S THE ONLY 
FLYING BOAT LEFT 
IN. EXISTENCE! 







= OH, 1 SAY/BAD 
Af (SHOW, YOU CHAPS! 


sae 








FLYING BOAT OUT 
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Back at the aircraft museum— 





At Cape Carnival space base— 


OK, MEN, PREPARE 
FOR BLAST- OFF! 
> 


tas 


OK, HANK! FASTEN 
YOUR SAFETY: BELT! 





THREE- TWO- ONE 
- ZERO! WE HAVE 
LIFT- OFF! 


CISN’T IT FANTASTIC! 
ORBITING IN OUTER SPACE, 
THE GREAT EMPTINESS! 





JUMPIN’ CATFISH! 
UNIDENTIFIED OBJECT 
DEAD AHEAD. 


AGH! THE 
SHUTTLE’S 
SCUTTLED. 





Meanwhile, back on the “’ Macaroni "— 


DON’T WORRY! THE NOR’ ) 
EAST WIND WILL CARRY )- 
US BACK TO BRITAIN! 


WHAT DID I TELL 3 
YOU? WE’LL BE HOME 
FOR SUPPER=TIME! 





BUT HOW 
DO WE GET) 
DOWN? s~ 


ELEMENTARY, 
MY DEAR 
BLOTCH! 


WE SIMPLY 
PUNCTURE 





‘ 


ge SWATCH IT, 
/. ROAD- HOGS! 
/ \ 


And talking of sunken wrecks. _ 
How's Sir Albert getting on— 
fs 


YOUR MORNING) === 
PAPER, SIR! =) 


OPEN IT, JEEVES! J 
LT HAVEN’T GoT ff 





JONAH STRIKES AGAIN! 
SALVAGE VESSEL RUNS 
AGROUNE ON MCTORWAY 


pa 
Za 


IS THERE NO 4 | 
_} ESCAPE FROM }= 
7_THE FIEND? ; 


) 


ACUTE JONAHITIS! @ pei ear 





YOU’RE A BIT RUN- DOWN. 
7 | RECOMMEND A NICE @& 
SEA CRUISE! FFE 


ecm Ti! 


\ NS NY 


Jonah, feels he’s made a successful 
voyage and goes to collect his pay— 





T WORK 


FOR THEM AGAIN! 
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] WOULDN 
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GOOD NEWS, SIR ALBERT. 
IVE HIRED A MALE- NURSE 
TO LOOK AFTER YOU! sy} 
A FORMER SEA-FARER, 
YOU TWO WILL HAVE 3 : 
LOTS TO TALK ABOUT! RIGHTs MATE! 


=. o) 
-——~Yae as eae 





AMAZIN’!ONE WHIFF 
OF GOOD SEA-AIR, 


AN’ HE’S CURED! 





Printed and Published in Great Britain by D.C. THOMSON & G., LTD., 
185 Fleet Street, London EC4A 2HS. 
66 " © D.C. THOMSON & CO., LTD., 1984. 
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CHIPS THAT PASS 
OY THE REGAT 


Jonah is the world’s unluckiest sailor— ot 


4yf NICE BIT 0’ COD 
| AN’ CHIPS, MISSUS! 


TO VINEGAR, 
SAILOR- BOY! 


al) 
DESY: 


















He gives everyone that sinking feeling— 





AAH! THIS TAKES 
ME BACK TO MY 
CHILDHOOD DAYS! 


oe o 
6B cu 
wa dud 
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Jonah‘s mind drifts > 
slowly backto => 
his early days! 


Queen Mother Wing, 
Whelkton-On-Ouse. 





ABANDON 
MATERNITY 
WARD! 


(Ts is Sir Dudley Stethos-Cope, 
the famous gyna—gyno—doctor— : 


SIR DUDLEY, 
COME QUICKLY! 


CALM 
YOURSELF, 
NURSE! 
















IT’S THE MOST 
HORRIBLE THING 
I'VE EVER SEEN! 










YOU'RE SUFFERING 
FROM STRESS DUE 
TO OVERWORK! 









TAKE A FEW. 
DAYS OFF! 






CREMEMBER, A DOCTOR IS 4 


_IN ALL EMERGENCIES! 


= 





Goo! 


12) 
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Sir Dudley aged —and wandered off 
rapidly overnigh t— 


LF, 
into the wilderness 
to study wild flowers! 2 


- Jonah’s mother needed a 
special child-proof pram— 





— 






GON, ON 
Even at an early age Jonah 
was fascinated by boats— 







But along came an ill-wind— 
the first of many that were 
to blow through his life! 





A well-meaning 
fool appeared— 


5 shaie teen 3h 


7A YOU'VE SUNK 
ALL OUR BOATS! 





{ DON’T WORRY, KID! } 
I’LL SAVE YOU! 











SER ScouTs 
eS 
BE PRED ARE « 


THAT’S A SMART FLOAT THE 
SEA- SCOUTS HAVE MADE FOR 
{ THE GRAND PARADE! 





I FE 
¢ 
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yy) SHIVER ME TIMBERS! 
47 \HOLED BELOW THE? 
~ WATER-LINE! 





Wn ON, 
Meanwhile, back at Another horrendous 
the chip shop! flash-back— 
AH, THOSE SCRUB BETWEEN 
CAREFREE YOUR EARS, NOW! 


fy BH 





Determined to have a career as a 


sailor— Jonah joined the sea cadets— 


FIRST WE’LL HAVE MARCHING, 
FOLLOWED BY ROWING PRACTICE! je 





FALL IN, lt 
CADET JONAH! 





NEVER DARKEN OUR 
PORT- HOLES AGAIN! 


The goon is brought GLURK! [°VE SUNK 


out of his day-dream— ME CHIPS—THEY’RE. 
CHIP- WRECKED! 





THAT’S JUST 
THE JOB 
FOR ME! 


Pleasure boat owner, Bernard Barnacle 


makes his first costly mistake— 


—AND REMEMBER THE SAFETY OF 
THE PASSENGERS IS YOUR MAIN CONCERN! 





MY OWN COMMAND AT LAST. 
CAST OFF THE MIZZEN LINKS! 


This is schoolboy, Alec Smart, known 


to his chums as Smart Alec— 


THAT GOON’S FORGOTTEN 
TO UNTIE THE STERN ROPE! 





HOWL! THAT’S 
TOO FAST! 


(SHIFT: THAT PERISHIN’ LIGHTHOUSE 


BEFORE WE RAM IT AMIDSHIPSL . 








The light-house goes down with all lamps blazing— 


| THOUGHT THE TRIP 
WAS SUPPOSED TO BE 
ROUND THE LIGHTHOUSE! 


| BET THIS 
UNFORTUNATE 
MISUNDERSTANDING ). 
WILL COST ME j= 
MY JOB! yp 





PLEASURE BOATS ARE NO GOOD TO A } 
REAL SEAFARER! I’LL GET A JOB : 
ABOARD AN OCEAN- GOING LINER! 















ONE VERY ABLE 
DECK- HAND REPORTING, 
SKIPPER! yz 


I THINK THIS IS 
AFT! I?LL HANG 
IT HERE! 


iC 


PY 
wile ( As SHE A 
| Goes 
























YOU'RE HIRED! ) 
STOW YOUR 
GEAR AFT! 





WAH! WHO STARTED 
THE ENGINES? --( / 


I’VE ’ARDLY 
HAD TIME 
TO STOW 
MY GEAR! 





‘WAH! | NEEDED A DECK- HAND, 
-NOW I NEED A DECK! 


THAT MEANS I’M This is Rupert Rudder, 
OUT OF A JOB model boat enthusiast— 


AGAIN! 


TO BUILD THIS 
MODEL BOAT. 








HOW DARE YOU GO AROUND ) 
KICKING STONES LIKE AN 
OVERGROWN SCHOOLBOY! 


YOU’RE THE ONE WHO’S 
PLAYING WITH BOATS! 


“PLL TRY THE NAVY 


| ( RECRUITING OFFICE! 


, >] 





DO I TAKE IT 
YOU DON’T REQUIRE 


I WANT A 
DUFFEL COAT, 
PLEASE! 


GASP! 
CERTAINLY, 
SIR! 





_ a“ duffer “ coat— 29 





A PERFECT 
SIR! 


( 


TOO SMALL—I WANT } 7 
THE BIGGEST COAT 
YOU'VE GOT! 


WE’VE GOT A 
RIGHT ONE ’ERE! 


Ss! NOBODY WILL ILL HIDE UP AT 
RECOGNISE ME THE SHARP END! 
{IN THIS OUTFIT! vo 


Ses 


HERE’S TOA a IT°LL BE SAFE TO 
TROUBLE- FREE COME OUT NOW 


o 


VOYAGE, MR MATE! f tial fore 


waenene® 
hd 





Brave words indeed - 


G 





SHIVER ME PLIMSOLES! 
9 { 
s. S A BIT BREEZY! wh GF 


Jonah blocks 
the funnel— 


GOOD—I’M BACK | 
ON BOARD! 





The smoke funnels into the wheel-hou 


LNY 
WHERE’S ALL 
THE SMOKE 
(COMING FROM? 


HAK- KOFF! 
] CAN’T SEE 
A THING! 


( 


THAT GOON’S BLOCKING 
THE FUNNEL, CAPTING! 





‘Meanwhile, a sleek cabin cruiser approaches— 


FOG- BANK, DEAD 


if 
AHEAD, SKIPPER! ALTER COURSE, 
| NUMBER ONE! 


ER—FOG APPEARS 
TO BE CHASIN’ 
US, SKIPPER! 


DON’T BE DAFT, 
NUMBER ONE! 





(BY THUNDER! THE 
FOG’S COLLIDED. 


Back aboard the 
sete (enti tman— 


ANY IDEA 
WHERE . 
WE ARE? 


WE CAN’T BE 

‘( FAR FROM THE 

(Q HARBOUR AT 
MUDSEA! 


HOW DID THIS 
HAPPEN, NUMBER ONE! 
{ © t.. 


(( HAVEN’T THE )p 


FOGGIEST 
IDEA, SKIPPER! 


WHAT’S THAT 
GRINDING 
NOISE? 





YOU CAN’T PARK 

THIS ’ERE SHIP 

IN THE MIDDLE ¢ 
OF DOCK STREET! ) ‘at 


TIME I TOOK SOME 
WELL- EARNED SHORE LEAVE! 








Jonah spots a naval destroyer— PREPARE TO 
WEIGH ANCHOR! 


i 


I’VE GOT THE 


SCALES READY, 
SKIPPER! 


TO GET ABOARD j=——_ 
=( THAT DESTROYER! )———= 







——_$_<— 


j —he has to be! x 8 > 
swimmer oy zee 
AN 





Jonah’s bonce gets jamme 


GOOD—OH, 
I’M ABOARD— 





OOYAH! YOUCH! 
WAROOGLE! 


SOUNDS LIKE SOMEBODY 
WI’ THEIR HEAD 
JAMMED IN THE 
ANCHOR- HOLE! 


\y 


I'LL CHECK LE 
ON IT, SKIPPER! J 


He falls against the 
anchor-release lever. 





—(nyurki pm) | 
(GOIN? DOWN XY 
Nor AGAIN! yet 





BLURP! REVERSE ENGINES! LX 
CAN NOBODY HEAR ME? BLEWP! 


ef? Fe Sg2y? - 
PERMISSION TO . 
REPORT SUSPECTED) ( 
SINKING, SIR! Ss 
i 
ow Z 








. PITY YOUR DESTROYER 
iis SANK BEFORE I COULD 
Se GET ABOARD. 











COO! THAT WIND- SURFING 
IS JUST LIKE HAVING YOUR 
OWN LITTLE BOAT! 


\\\ 


rw 


( 


OH, A LIFE ON THE 
OCEAN WAVE—A LIFE 


ON THE ROLLING DEEP! 





Meanwhile at the Sheeps regatta— 
A TIME TO GET i 

IPPLL HAVE A White THE YACHT- RACE 

A BASH AT. place just UNDER- WAY! 


south of 


ANYTHING! Cowes! 


that again—— 


—— 


YERK! WHERE DID 
ALL THOSE YACHTS 
COME FROM? 





THAT’S 






3 
vs C om) 
oe Att A.C tet 
=p If) ? J OF APRIL! 
MLM GAR | 


ingle 
Oy 








Seem 






WHY DID NOBODY TELL 
{ ME THE PESKY THING 





os é Cn WISH ] COULD 
MAYBE 1’D BETTER GO ON THE BOATS! 


my STAY AWAY FROM 
THE SEA FOR 


y 
= 
= 
& 
a 
= 
= 
= 
be 
a 
ke 


OH, THANK YOU, 
37 ~=KIND SIR! 










I°LL INSTRUCT YOU IN 
THE NOBLE ARTS OF 
SEAMANSHIP! 


HERE’S HOW TO ROW— 
ONE- OUT- TWO- OUT- 


WE. APPEAR TO HAVE 
HIT A PIER! 


1) 


Wee 
[pee 


i 


Sack-cloth 
an’ ashes! 





WOT’S HE 


CATERWAULING 
ABOUT? 





HMPH! YOUR ROTTEN 
BOATS DON’T STEER 
oe. ANYWAY! }__ 





1 MUST GO DOWN (COO! PLENTY OF SHIPS. }: 
TO THE SEA AGAIN ILL TAKE MY PICK! y}~. 


TO THE LONELY 





ur at once. 


is) 
<4 
S| 
ss 
a 
=. 
“ee 
[oe 
~ 
3 
34 
Ld 
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dS 
e \ 
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S 
= 
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COO! I’M GLAD I WASN’T 
ABOARD ONE OF THESE 
UNSEAWORTHY TUBS! 


NEVER MIND, I?LL [ AVAST, YE 


BUILD MY OWN J LAND-LUBBERS! 
STOUT SHIP! 





a 


I NAME THIS SHIP 
THE ‘ARGH ROYAL”! 





Yes we see, Jonah. 


through the keel ofa passing merchantman— 


V4 





SCUTTLED, 
BY THUNDER! 


HAPPENED, 
CAPTAIN? 


THE SEA 
¥ CAN DO 
THAT TO 





Enter, Mike Hazelnutte, waterski expert— 


(HELLO, SAILOR! MY JOLLY OL’ DWIVER 
HASN’T TURNED UP AN’ I HAVE TO 
PRACTISE MY WATER- SKIING! 


=< 


SS 1T’S NOT A DWIVER, 
IT’S A HELMSMAN, BUT 
PLL TAKE THE COMMAND! 





Pape ee eee 
soe ESSER yp 


Jonah should have watched 
where he was going— 


OOPS! WOT A DAFT PLACE ye 
! : 


I SAY—IT’S ONLY ME 
WHO’S SUPPOSED TO JUMP! 


OOPS! REVERSE 
ENGINES SHARPISH! 








Aboard the hover-craft IT’S IN MID-AIR 
is alad an‘ his dad— AN’® JONAH’S DRIVIN’! 


HERE COMES A 
SPEED- BOAT, DAD! 


CRAFT 
AIN’T VERY SEA-WORTHY! 





AHOY! IN 
THE WATER! 


THIS 1S AIR- SEA 
RESCUE! STAND- BYE 
TO BE WINCHED UP! 


DID THAT 
FISH SPEAK? 





YOU'RE DOIN? } 
7 A GREAT 
JOB, LADS! 


DON’T WORRY, I°LL 
TAKE THE CONTROLS! 





S 


A BIT WONKY 


ie 
iu 
Ww 
= 
= 
1) 
= 
[a4 
i 
rr 
Ke 
w 
i 
ae 
kK 





All the ships have 
formed an anti- 
Jonah convoy. 


KEEP A LOOK- OUT 
FOR THE GOON 
ON ALL SIDES! 


I'VE MANAGED TO LAND 
IT, I’M A HERO! 


HOWL! THE : 
HELICOPTER’S 
ACTIN’ LIKE A 


GRR! YOU SANK 
A WHOLE CONVOY! 





— a 3 


THEY DON’T KNOW OK_OK! 
HOW TO TREAT ee 


KEEP YOUR 
MEDAL! 


<= 


: > 
Don’t worry, readers, another Jonah 
story will sink to new depths shortly— 


a o 
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hel > fe GRENADES THE NAME, 
the colonel— 2 LATE OF THE 


( LIGHT BRIGADE! 


PICKED UPA 
BIT OF FRUIT 


ha \ : 7 
iii!” 





ro) 


B = 


I AIM TO MAKE BRITANNIA 
RULE THE WAVES AGAIN BY 
SINKING JONAH FOREVER! 


















The story of this Vendetta 
starts some time ago at 
Pompey Naval dockyard— 


ae 






I’?D LOVE A BERTH ON 
THAT SMART GUN-BOAT! 
- WONDER WHAT THE 
SKIPPER WOULD SAY? 






eee 


MAYBE IT WOULD BE 
EASIER GETTING ABOARD 
THIS OLD TRAMP STEAMER! 


I'LL GIVE THE 
DECKS A 
HEARTY cabs, 


I’LL NIP ABOARD 





I'VE NEVER SEEN 
MY SHIP SO CLEAN 


nae 
col 

Zane 2 a a ee aD 
= all 





I JUST 
WANTED 2\ GOON! THAT’S DOES THIS MEAN 
1 DON’T GET THE 
JOB; SKIPPER? 


fal 


Jonah decides to mess 


about on the river— 
— 





Meanwhile the Col 
takes his daily stroll. 


e===>~\ THE OCEAN WAVE! 


$f 


# THE BRITISH ) 
PS GRENADIERS! 
Mii! RUM-PUM-PUM! 





nee 

TSK! THEY DON'T ) > = =x 
MAKE BRIDGES 

LIKE THEY USED TO! 












THIS POOR OLD 
COOT’S FALLEN 


Jonah suggests they 

7 diol Sacco CAPITAL IDEA, YOUNG 
WE°LL CHARGE FELLA ME LAD. IT°LL 

> TO FERRY = { HELP OUT MY PENSION! 

PEOPLE ACROSS. ) aoe 


HOPE YOU TIED 
THE ROPE GOOD 





A THE RAFT’S COMING 
APART — GRAB 
A LOG, COLONEL! 





Meanwhile, aboard the ! RUBBISH LADDIE, 
—— IT’S PEACE-TIME! 


TORPEDOS 
OFF THE 
STARBOARD 


ad 


OOF! I’°VE HEARD 


ae OF A-SHIPS-LOG, 


= BUT THIS IS RIDICULOUS! 


since 





sa hae OK! OK! DON’T 
TORPEDOS! RUB IT IN! y 
yy J 


BY THUNDER! 
IT’S JONAH! 


GRENADE OF THE 
LIGHT BRIGADE! 





NOT YOU, SIR! THAT FANG- 
FACED FREAK IS A MENACE 


BY CRACKY! I CAN LL HUNT THE FIEND 
STILL SERVE MY DOWN AND MAKE THE 
COUNTRY! ILL CAPTURE SEVEN SEAS SAFE! 
THE SEA-GOON! 





Later, somewhere in 
the outer Hebrides— RAISE THE 
ANCHOR, 


HAMISH! 





Hamish is a champion 
hammer-thrower— 





At Shell-rock : 


O” HERE, HAMISH! 
“\ \ LOOK AT THAT 


POOR SAP! AYE, FULL 
SPEED 
AHEAD! 





I'M SAFE! EVEN 
JONAH CAN°T 
SINK A 
LIGHT- 
HOUSE! 


OR CAN HE? 
GLOIRK! 











SKIPPER! 





TSK! TSK! 
TERRIBLE THING 
THAT DRY ROT! 





LIKE A 
LIGHT! 





YOU LOT WRECKED MY LIGHT-HOUSE,) CUTTER! 
SO YOU’LL HAVE TO REPLACE IT TILL) CMUMBLE! 
THE NEW ONES BUILT! 


The colonel hears 
of the wreckage— 


AHA! LOOKS LIKE 
JONAH’S BEEN IN & 


<= se 


BAH! I’M GOING TO #4 
LOSE THE BLIGHTER 








K SEEN ANY 
> SIGN OF 


C TSK! THEYRE A 














SoCs 
Sees 


AHA! THAR 
HE BLOWS! 


uw 
roa) 
a 
a= 
> 
O 
= 
7) 





TALLY — HO! 


YOWL! IT’S THAT DAFT OL’ COOT. 
LOOSE IN A POWER-BOAT! 





I'LL HEAD FOR DRY 
LAND, HE WON’T BE 
ABLE TO FOLLOW 
ME THERE! 





NOW A QUICK 
BODY-SWERVE! 


BY THUNDER! 


I’M AIRBORNE! 





aa WHERE TO,) CTO THE 


NEAREST 
BOAT 
REPAIRERS! 


BACK IN THE 


Sn HAVE YOU 
WATER, COLONEL! 


He never said # 
a truer word 





OOPS! THIS 
THINGY’S 
MOVING! 


HOW DID THAT 


HAPPEN? I°M SURE 
oor! 








IT’S *IM,’E’S 
SUNK ME 


THE FIEND — I 
- ] 
cheek tala AIM TO CAPTURE 


THAT GOON! 





HAR! 1 HAVE *IM 
IN ME SIGHTS! 


Meanwhile, the gun-boat captain 


has been given another command— 


I WAS LUCKY TO GET 
COMMAND OF ANOTHER 
STOUT VESSEL SO SOON! 


LOOK OUT, 
LOOK-OUT! 





HEH-HEH! MY ‘GOONPOON’ 


WORKED PERFECTLY! BLOYLP! 
Yi 
<a 2 


down there! 


HM! THAT LOOKS 
LIKE A ROPE! 





YIKE! OUR 
PERISCOPES 
> CAUGHT IN 
THAT ROPE! 


T 
AWAY, 
SKIPPER! 





ER — TORPEDOS 
APPROACHIN’ 
SKIPPER! 















NONSENSE! THERE’S NOT 
A MOVEMENT IN THE SEA! 






> 


BS 


eo *| 


DON’T BE DAFT, 
LOOK-OUT! 





THEY’RE 
> FLYING 
TORPEDOS! 














How right he is 


I'LL REVERSE ENGINES 
AND HAUL THE GOON IN 


THE DEPTHS! 
DIVE! DIVE! 








The rope catapults the 
sub down at high speed — 37 





9 


ae 


OOPS! DON'T OVERDO) 34% 
THE DIVING BIT! 7° 


WHAT’S THE ADMIRAL GOING TO SAY 
WHEN I TELL HIM I’°VE BENT HIS SUB? 


WHATEVER IT IS, IT 
WON’T BE NICE! > 


SS = 








Meanwhile the chase goes on — 


An air-sea rescue natal = 
helicopter spots them — 





PUFF! 
PANT! 
BOYLK! 


LOOKS LIKE 
SOMEBODY’S 
IN TROUBLE. 



















I’M TRYING TO UNPLUNGE 
THIS PESKY PLUNGER. 


2p. DO YOU NEED ASSISTANCE! 


THAT THING 
STICKS LIKE 
A LIMPET. 


BACK TO 
BASE! fos 







I SAY! RELEASE 
ME INSTANTLY! 





Us 


oe There'll be speed-boats over = 
the white cliffs of Dover — 4] 









DON’T ROCK THE 
BOAT, YOU 
BLITHERING BABOON! 





DONE IT! YOU CAN’T | You saidit, 
KEEP A GOOD MAN DOWN.)| Colonel — 











In a suburban garden — 


*SCUSE ME, DAD, A DAFT 
OL’ COOT IN A FLYING-BOAT 
JUST LANDED IN ME PADDLIN’ POOL 








IT’S NICE AN’ PEACEFUL )xt 
WITHOUT THE OL’ COLONEL) ™ 
TRYING TO BAG ME. 








— AND IT’S) 
GOODNIGHT 
FROM HIM! 


HE’S SEEN THE LAST 
OF COLONEL GRENADE! 





I'VE STILL GOT THIS 


1 
OUTBOARD moToRI) [| ( HERE | Go! 


HERE I GO! 
HERE I GO! 


; 
IT’S JUST LIKE RIDING \ 
A ONE-WHEELED BIKE! f= 





Gy I’'VE GOT THIS 
BUZZIN’ IN MY EARS! 
M 





LEMME GO, YOU A GRENADE NEVER 
MILITARY FOSSIL! 










Tater ton 
<4] 


HEE-HEE! HEE! 
STOP TICKLING! ‘ 
= HOO-HOO-HOO! | Fe, 





WHERE’S THIS COOT GOING? 
HARD A-PORT, HARD A- 
STARBOARD — 











HOO-HOO! 
STOP TICKLING! 








THUNDERING GUNS! WE°’VE TAKEN 
OFF LIKE A ROCKET! 






















It’s Open Day ona 
naval war-ship — 


Oy 

















A fishing trawler FIRST BACK GETS 
approaches with Captain THE BEST PRICES 
Al Ibbut, at the helm. FOR HIS FISH! 


HEAD FOR THE 


FISH-DOCK WITH 
ALL SPEED! 


UPON MY SOLE! }:; 
IT WAS *IM! 












The dozy duo get covered 


c OH DEAR! IT’S A GHASTLY 
in sea-weed — 


CREATURE FROM THE DEPTHS! 





The ghastly creature sends all Se 
4 other shipping to the depths 
‘ FFU EES 


= a 














AND RESCUE THE PIER! 


<x 
Oo 
- 
Lu 
iL 
= 
Lu 
x 
kK 
2a 
) 
Zz 
13 
<x 
al 





ABANDON PIER 
BEFORE IT SINKS 


OOPS! 
ANOTHER 


BOAT SUNK! | 








SEND FOR THE 
RIVER POLICE! 


AND TAKE HIM 
INTO CUSTODY. 





1 DON’T 


HE’S SUNK THE PIER 
AND THE MARINA! 
WHAT ELSE IS HE 
GOING TO SINK? 














RIVER PATROL TO BASE! 
WISH TO REPORT SINKING! 















KEEP YOUR 


BY JINGO! WERE HEADING 
HEADS DOWN! 


FOR THE MAIN STREET! ¥ 






a 


s ; 
afl Hi SORES 
: s ag 

ARE YOU J 
| 






pis 
i} 











| Ea NOW THEN, NOW THEN! 


( WOT’S ALL THIS? 


“GREAT NEWS, CONSTABLE! 3 “' 

I, COLONEL GRENADE,HAVE 4 
CAPTURED THE SINKING SEAGOON 

- — os Laer 


WE’LL JUST HAVE 

TO LET HIM GO! DON’T BEA 
BLITHERING 
FOOL, MAN. 





THERE !ISN’T A SHIP LEFT BAH! ‘NOW I°LL NEVER 
AFLOAT IN THE AREA, SO GET A MENTION IN 
THERE’S NOTHING FOR THE THE HONOURS LIST! - 

GOON TO SINK! 


es 


RUG § Be 
was 


( — AND IT’S ALL 


HIS FAULT! 


a 


adie 


YAN 





BY GADFREY! ILL SINK 
THAT GOON YET, OR MY 
NAME’S NOT COLONEL GRENADE! 


TATTY-BYE, 
COLONEL! 


We'll meet again — don’t know where, don’t know when — 


me OO - 
—— 
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In the highest court 
in the land,a case is 
being heard under Mr 
Justice Wunce — 






Substitute statue - 
while real one is 
being mended! 











YOU HAVE BEEN FOUND GUILTY 
OF BREACH OF THE PEACE, BRAWLING 
IN PUBLIC AND DISTURBING 
THE LIEGES! 









I NEVER TOUCHED HIS 
LIEGES, YER HONOUR! 













YOU WILL BE SENT 
TO DOGCATRAZ PRISON 
a FOR A LONG TIME! 








eee WE'RE DOOMED! NOBODY'S 
BeeEVER ESCAPED FROM DOGCATRAZ! 











It’s Jonah — THERE’S NO CHARGE! 
READ OUT THE I’LL DO IT FOR NOTHING! 


CHARGES, BAILIFF! 


x 





WHAT HAVE YOU TO 
SAY FOR YOURSELF! 





I SENTENCE YOU 











CONSERVATIVE! 
AIEEEEEEE! 





YIPE! ’'VE LANDED IN 
A PERISHIN’ PET-SHOP! 





FORGET I’M A HOFFICER 
AND A GENTLEMAN! 





Chief Bailiff, Ephriam 
Spreadbury has an idea — 


HOW ABOUT MAKIN’ 
JONAH WARDEN AT 
DOGCATRAZ, JUDGE! 


THEY DESERVE 
EACH OTHER, ¥ 


THEN! LET’S 


BE ’AVIN’ YOU! 





YOU LOT ARE BOUND FOR 
A NICE *OLIDAY AT DOGCATRAZ! 


FAREWELL, 
CRUEL WORLD! 





NOBODY’S EVER ESCAPED FROM 
THE ISLAND OF DOGCATRAZ! 





IT’S UNLUCKY TO PUT TO 
SEA ON A FRIDAY! 














YEAH! BUT WE’RE 
STILL ON IT, YOU 
WHISKERY FOOL! 






DON’T RUFFLE MY 
FUR, YOU DINGO! 














T'VE DONE; 
IT AGAIN! 









DON’T BAWL) 
AT ME, MOG!) 













ITLL SAVE US 
FEEDIN’ THEM! 


the island of 
Dogcatraz — 








WHO ARE TH 
TALKING ABOUT: 








C’M "ERE, 








ON YOUR WAY, YOU 
HADDOCK-NOSHER! 









ALL THE NICE 
GIRLS LOVE A 


OF COURSE IT’S A 


WELL-KNOWN FACT 
THAT DOGS ARE MORE 
INTELLIGENT — 








1 “AVE BEEN PUT 4 
= IN CHARGE OF THIS 
~Y{OUTPOST OF THE EMPIRE! 


THAT MEANS YOU 
DO WHAT I TELL YOU! 


Lie 


ON THE OTHER HAND, 
YOU MAY CHOSE TO?] 
. IGNORE ME! 





The vibrations aren't 
doing the island 
much good. 


IF I DIDN’T KNOW BETTER 
I'D SWEAR THIS PERISHIN’ 
ISLAND WAS MOVIN’. 





Meanwhile, the modern luxury yacht 
“Dynasty” approaches with Captain 
Horatio Cornplaster in command. 


The captain addresses 


Mr Midshipman Blimp. i elieltpocell tg ls OM © / 


i FULLY AUTOMATIC? 
IT’S NOT LIKE THE Ss 
OLD DAYS WHEN I 
WAS A LAD, BLIMP! 





| (COULD YOU SHOW }_| _ CERTAINLY, BLIMP! AN ) 
(ME HOW TO STEER TOLD SEA-DOG NEVER 
CA BOAT, CAPTING? FORGETS — ;— 


HARD A PORT! PORT 

MEANS LEFT, BLIMP! 
(AT LEAST I’M PRETTY 
7 SURE IT DOES! 





{MAYBE IT raRBOARDD 
(HAVE BEEN STARBOARD! 


WHERE DID THAT 
THUNDERING ISLAND 
COME FROM? 





ABANDON SHIP! CAPTINGS 
AND MIDSHIPMEN FIRST! 


WHO’S IN CHARGE OF 
THIS PERISHIN’ ISLAND? 





— 








This one can To explain this more 
fuily, we introduce 
noted mathematician 
Algie Brah 


THE DISPLACEMENT OF WATER 
IS RELEVANT TO THE WEIGHT 
OF THE SUBSTANCES S278 


What he means is the 
perishin’ island will sink — , 


It does, therebye proving 
the age-old theorem of 
Archimedes — 


Meanwhile, our twittish trio have 


plunged into the depths of despair — 









PRAISE BE! 







We now introduce Professor David Rabbitborough, 
world-wide authority on the extremely-rare 
Indonesian Pot-Bellied Hermit-Whelk — =) 


Little does he know 
what lies in wait — 


Little does he 
know how weird — 


BY GADFREY! IN ALL MY TRAVELS) \ 2 op 
I'VE NEVER SEEN MORE 
"ORRIBLE SPECIMENS! 





NDS FROM TEN THOUS 


7 


QQ 





Vy Vy / h i 
AHEAD, 





IS THAT ONE OF THEM 
THERE POWER-BOATS! 


=a = ae 








Meanwhile, back 
on the island — 


NOW WE’RE MACAROONED 
AN’ IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT. sou 
LOOK! HUMAN 
SHADDUPA HABITATION! 


GOOD! A RADIO! WE 
CAN SEND A MESSAGE! 


cate 
ee 


Qao77. -- 





KEEP YOUR HANDS OFF 
THAT RADIO! YOU'LL $-— 
PROBABLY WRECK IT!}—___ 


YOU KEEP YOUR PAW 
OFF IT, COD-CHOMP 


Qa’ 





THEY’VE PRANGED 
THE RADIO! 





< 


Ss 





ALTER COURSE! JONAH 
REPORTED ON CORAL ISLAND! Jiggs 


ROGER, 
WILCO! 





CORAL ISLAND IN SIGHT! 
GOON IN SIGHTS! 


YAHOOOO! 
WE’RE SAVED! 
WE’RE SAVED! 





YOO-HOO! 





YIPE! THEY’RE TRYING 
TO POT US! 





HEAD FOR THAT 
OTHER ISLAND! 


WHAT A GOD-FORSAKEN 
SPOT! NOT A TREE, NOT 
EVEN A TRANSPORT CAFE! 





> 
<3 
wD 
aG 
72) 
BE 
23 


WAAH! IT’S 


A WHALE! 





T THOUGHT I FELT © Z 
DOWN IN THE MOUTH! 


=@) aale es 
aia oe 
Sct ¢ 











I’'VE GOT THIS TICKLISH FEELING 
AT THE BACK OF MY THROAT! 
——_ 





“96h “3 
a eri 


[ra 


Wile AGH! FIENDISH J 
ALIEN BEINGS! 








‘xit oil-supply vessel seven-fou 
in a downward direction — 


Si AT 
LY LPL 





Ol, MATE! GET YOUR 
PESKY ’ELICOPTER & 
OUT OF OUR WAY! 


This is an ancient Viking warship 
with a crew of nutters— __ 


This hasn't done the satellite a bit of good —| 


my 
tt 
~} 


 A/7 - 





Se 
WHAT’S ie 
HAPPENING? 


VU 


Re nn a 
ee 
Y 














And somewhere in Huddersfield — 


GET YOUR RUDDY GREAT 
JUMBO OFF MY ALLOTMENT. 





Y’LL BE GLAD ) 
TO GET’OME 


Three squadrons are alerted to 


tackle the fiends from-space — 





COO! THE RAF’S GIVIN’ 
{US A WELCOMIN’ 
_ FLY-PAST! 





And on the next « At the Old Bailey — 


news bulletin — 
THIS IS ALL YOUR 
FAULT, SPREADBURY! 


Meanwhile, down on the farm — ¢ 
a * 


(BY JINGO! WE’RE BEING 
ATTACKED BY SPACE INVADERS! 
— CALL OUT THE S.A.S! 


Sinan we 





CRUMBS! HERE COMES THE S.A.S. 
THE SALFORD ARCHERY SOCIETY! 





IF THERE’S ONE THING I 


: (CAN'T STAND IT’S VIOLENCE! ) 
ey 





WILL YOU TWO 
STOP SCRAPPING 


Can the task-force stop the 
66 terrible trio? — We doubt it! 
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|| Jonah, the || 
sinking 


| Species: 
Goonus 
‘ortibilis 





And this is 
Venimore Slote, 
mad inventor. 


ALLOO, CALLAY, 
FRABJOUS DAY! 


I’LL BE RICH 
PLL BE FAMOUS. 


tye 





AND I OWE MY GOOD FORTUNE 
Zl THIS AD! 





PLL BE SO RICH I’LL HAVE DOUBLE 


EGG AN’ CHIPS AT JOE’S GREASY- 









, Ourstory begins several months ago at 
“a meeting of the world’s prises pio tlie ' 


MISTER CHAIRMAN, I PROPOSE WE. PUT 
UP A HUGE REWARD FOR GETTING 
RID OF THE DREADED SEA-GOON! 


PICKINGS FOR A MAD 
GENIUS LIKE ME!, 


Zz 











fal = 





HM! THIS 1S THE PLACE 
WHERE I’VE TO REPORT! 


SEEMS A BIT FAR 
FROM THE SEA! 





8( YOO-HOO! IS 
ANYBODY 
>AT HOME! < 


SHIVER ME TIMBERS 
THE FLOOR’S MOVIN’! 





WHO’S THAT 
SHOUTIN?’ 
THREE-TWO- 
ONE-ZERO? 





STAP ME MIZZENS! 
THIS OFFICE IS GOIN’ 
UP LIKE A ROCKET! 


\ 





I STILL THINK IT’S A 
BIT THOUGHTLESS NOT 
HAVIN’ ANYBODY HERE 

TO MEET ME! 





YAHOO! THE GOON’S IN ORBIT! 
HE WON’T TROUBLE THE 
SHIPPING LANES OF THE 

WORLD NO MORE! 


TLL SEND IN MY 
CLAIM FOR THE 


SPLICE ME BRACES 
WHERE AM I? 





I’LL SOON SHOW ’EM 
THAT I CAN HANDLE 
ANY CRAFT! 













COO! THAT BIT DOWN THERE 
LOOKS A BIT LIKE THE BEACH 
AT SCARBOROUGH. 


CRAFT PILOTED BY STRANGE CREATURE 
NOW ENTERING OUR GRAVITY FIELD! 


K-71 AT ALL COSTS! 


PLL CONTACT 


ALERT THE DESTRUCTION SQUAD. 
IT IS A ZARGON STAR-FIGHTER! 


EXTERMINATE! 
enol _( EXTERMINATE! 


FFIRMATIVE! 





fENEMY TAKING EVASIVE ACTIO 
ALL FIGHTERS CONVERGE! 


WHOOPS! 
STEADY AS 


Ze). 


Cs pear aOR 


THIS MUST BE TO GIVE ME <i 
THE IDEA OF A ROUGH SEA! 





ST NOT 


(WHEW! THIS SEA’S 
A REALLY ROUGH, I'M 
@ GETTING Dizzy! 





A ROCK! I’LL PRESS 
ANOTHER BUTTON! ¢:.. 


GLERK! NOW HE HAS DESTROYED 
OUR CONTROL-TOWER! 





CAPTURE THE CAPTAIN ) 





I "OPE I'VE PASSED THAT TEST! IT WAS 


AHOY THERE, MATES! Jaz 
HOW DID 1 DO? 



















DID | GET My L 
(SKIPPER'S TICKET THEN? 






GAH! IT MUST BE A 
FIENDISH SECRET WEAPON! 
ABANDON PLANET! 









GETTIN’ 
EXCITED! 


= SA 








WILL SOMEBODY TELL ME 
WHETHER I PASSED OR NOT! 












LET’S GO — AND les 
DON’T LOOK BACK! 


COO! LOOK! A TELESCOPE, JUS’ 
LIKE ON THE BEACH AT SCARBOROUGH! 












I'LL ADJUST 
THE FOCUS. 9 









IT’S A BIT 
BLURRED! } 


COO! THIS MUST BE 
THE AMUSEMENT PARK! 





WHEE! THIS 
AMUSEMENT 
PARK IS MOST 

REALISTIC! 


pea THE SKYLARK? eae 


ANY MORE FOR 


Then along comes the Starship Exitprise 
ith Captain James Nerk at the helm— 


UNIDENTIFIED 
GOON APPROACHING! 
See TAKE EVASIVE ACTION! 
Ol, PAL! SHIFT 
THAT FLYIN’ 
SARDINE-CAN 
ber PRONTO! eel 


The Goon goes boldly where 
no goon has goon before— 





WE HAVE EVADED 
THE GOON, SIR! 


BAY THE GOON BUT YOU'VE HIT THE fe 
Re; ASTEROID BELT! WALLIES! 


= THAT’S A BIT ie 
| BELOW THE BELT, 
mr CAPTAIN NERK! 





TAKE TO THE LIFE-CRAFTS! 
CAPTAINS AND CHILDREN FIRST! 


THIS IS A DAWDLE! 
ANDS! YOWK! I’M 
LOSING ¢ 
ALTITUDE 
RAPIDLY! 


¢ Fg aaa tust Jonah to put 
—— his foot in it— 





elandsina “AK O08) f fff 

eee A 

: . ae EN + 
beer ye _ Ue 


cil et 
4/ 
100 


ooo! 
> 


Y/(PARDING! I'VE GOT )=44 
i, Y EARS! amu 





brain, my son!" 


I USUALLY 
SCARE *EM §& 
NO BOTHER! 





iz, / 
Ms 
{ANYTHING SO ’ORRIBLE! 


HOW RUDE — RUSHIN’ 
OFF LIKE THAT! 


WELL,1 CAN’T HANG ABOUT HERE 
ALL DAY! IT LOOKS LIKE I'VE BEEN 
A) SET AN ENDURANCE TEST NOW! 4) 


(ES 





S GOT SOME 
WEIRD GARDEN GNOMES 





COO! CLOCK-WORK GARDEN 
A GNOMES! THAT’S A NOVELTY! 


IT 1S “ORRIBLE! THE Yar 
*ORRIBLEST THING WE’VE EVER 
CLAPPED EYE ON! 





1, THE GREAT KLARG, FEAR LX 
NO MONSTER IN THE GALAXIES! 


/ V peor IN YOUR 





Li , THE TEST MUST’VE BEEN TOO 
TOUGH FOR THE POOR OL’ GEEZER! J 





Va aa WY 
# HELP! A FIENDISH MONSTER 
@{HAS STRUCK DOWN OUR NOBLE } 


> 


WHO WILL RID US OF | 
LENT GOON? 


i 









GOOD IDEA! WE 
ELECT yOu! 





Cy 


\ 
y 









B-BUT 
YOU CAN’T! 








) —( AH! PRAISE BE! 
COOL, CLEAR WATER! 


_| | Look at that drip — no, not) = 
_ | |the one with the hat on — 





The water drips down 
onto the reactor pipes! 


— 


\ 


( 


Mixes with the 
carbon phosphates 
40 to form a — 


— Volatile 
rocket fuel — 


~——, 


GLERK! THE LS 
ROCKET-MOTORS ). 
ARE FIRING! 





J WAAAGH! HERE 
) ZX WE GO AGAIN! Ay 





! 


SS 


NZ 
rw 
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GREAT NEWS! THE 
MONSTER HAS GONE! 


Ne Weise ay Nes . 





THEY MADE ME KING! Jal 
1 MUST THANK THAT GOON 
* NEXT TIME HE DROPS IN!¢ 


STILL IT’LL BE 4 
WORTH IT WHEN 
I GET ME 
APTAIN’S TICKET! , 





MAYBE I’LL GET THE CAPTAINCY OF 
THE QE2 — OR EVEN BETTER THE QE3 


om 


What is this strange cavern 
that Jonah is entering? 


NOTHIN’ VERY TESTING, 
HAPPENING AT THIS 
my MOMENT IN. TIME! 





It's actually the right ear-hole ofa [ae 
giant man-eating space vegetable —e™ 
PVE GOT THIS a 
BUZZIN’ NOISE THERE’S THIS Lees 


STRANGE PONG )* 
OF CABBAGE! 





BMT rit press 
WEANOTHER BUTTON! 
J. 


f= 1COO! THIS LOO 





"(A FOREIGN BODY HAS JU 
ENTERED OUR EXHAUST P 


PROBABLY MOON-DUST! 
TLL ACTIVATE THE 
“(AUTOMATIC PIPE-CLEANER! 





MUSTA BEEN A MIGHTY 
BIG SPECK 0’ MOON-DUST! 
; f, 
? 





1 CAN'T MAKE UP MY MIND |) (Ile Toss 
= |( A COIN TO 


7g 


I'LL PRESS THAT ONE! Je 
RIGHT, NO, WRONG! J 


STOPPED 
MOVIN?! 





This is an all-purpose inter-galactic 
war-machine which is in neutral gear. 





AH! THIS LOOKS 
LIKE THE SWITCH! 


It’s not in neutral 
gear now! 


LET THERE 
BE LIGHT! 5 


"ALLO! *ALLO! 
WE’RE ON THE 
MOVE AGAIN! 





This is an inter-galactic conference called 
to discuss the new menace in space — Jonah! 
THIS GOON IS A MENACE 
TO ALL GALACTIC SHIPPING!) 6% 





So Jonah plays the first-ever 
pin-ball game in space — 


BY THE BEARD OF DAVY JONES, 





"LL PROBABLY GET SI IF 1 PRESS THE 
THE BLAME FOR WRONG BUTTON, I 
THAT LOT! COULD FAIL THE TEST! 


The space station commander 
barks out his orders — 


{ 


: STOP THAT GOON 
Vag AT ALL COSTS! 5g 
Lif 





ae 


= ae 
FIRE RADIO HYDRAULIC 
yNEO-ROCKET BOMBS! 


“IT*LL TAKE MORE THAN 
; THAT TO DESTROY AN 
W(INTER-GALACTIC WAR-MACHINE!} 


a 


I'D BETTER GET OUT 
OF HERE, SHARPISH! 


_ (THIS TEST’S GETTIN’ )) 
(REALLY HAZARDOUS!) 





GLURP! I'VE DONE IT AGAIN, 
‘diy GOT THREE LEMONS! gece 








THIS SITUATION CALLS FOR LIGHTNIN 
{REFLEXES AND A REAL COOL HEAD! ¢ 


\ 


\ _7 A 
Two commodities which our goon has in short supply — 








WAH! I’M TRAVELLING 
7 FASTER THAN THE 
SPEED OF LIGHT! 





‘ Oops! He’s hit the 
light speed button — 





Ai 


lif 


Who 
indeed? 


Ever wondered what 


happened to the dinosaurs? 








GERK! I SEEM TO HAVE NUTTED 
SOME KIND OF GIANT NEWT! 


And they've been i 
hiding to this day — 





1 NEVER THOUGHT I’°D 
SEE THE DAY, BUT I’M 
STARTIN’ TO FEEL 
DISTINCTLY SEA-SICK! 





Meanwhile, in the shipping 
magnate’s office — 


— AND FOR SERVICES TO DISTRESSED MARINERS ) 


Fy 2 
Oe 
Tact 


EVERYWHERE, | PRESENT THIS CHEQUE TO — 


—) ( pe 


{S 





Jonah’s module comes 
back into the earths’ 
gravity field — 

th bc 


THAT LAST ROUND OF APPLAUSE 
BROUGHT THE PERISHIN’ HOUSE DOWN! 





AHOY THERE, SHIPMATES! 
DID I PASS THE TEST? 


aq FEEBLE 
? GHSP 


(YOU UNPRINCIPLED CAD, SLOTE! 
YOU DIDN'T GET RID OF THE ¢ 





HM! IF HE’S THE HEAD EXAMINER, 
1 DON’T FANCY MY CHANCES MUCH! 





COME HERE WHILE I TRY OUT 
MY NEW INVENTION ON YOU! 


SO I TAKE IT, THAT I’M 
STILL JUST AN ORDINARY SEAMAN? 








You'll never be just an 
ordinary seaman, Jonah. 
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AND YER FEET, TOO, 
YE GREAT SCURVY 


* Tz 
a — =r 
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_ It's 1830 — (that’s half-past six in old money) — and 

~=— the good ship, Lollipoop, “Flog”-ship of the Royal : 

===" Bootle and Birkenhead Whaling Company, is deep in 

p> _-=— Arctic waters, under the command of Captain Horatio 
Hornblaster Jonah R.N. (expelled). 













-{ OUT THERE, MEN, IS THE GREAT WHITE WHALE, 
MOBY MICK, THAT I’°VE BEEN A-HUNTIN’. 
THESE TWO SCORE YEARS AND TEN. 





1 AIM TO 
CATCH THAT 


Just then, from the crows’ nest, where 
cabin boy Jonah is on look-out — 


i CAP’N! CAP’N! A WHALE OF A} 
.{\WHALE ON THE PORT THINGY! 





Here’s what look-out 
Jonah really saw — _” 


And here’s what 
the crew really see — 


WHALE? WHAT WHALE?) —~< 
I SEE NO WHALES, <( HE’S BEEN AT THE SKIPPER’S 


YOU CROSS-EYED COUGH DROPS AGAIN. 


CABIN Boy! 
Ns 





IT’S BEHIND THE 
POOP DECK. YOU 





a \ 
“al 







Captain Jonah climbs the rigging — 
f yr" = ( 





I SUPPOSE I’D BETTER LOOK 
INTO THIS MYSELF — OURCH! 






a 


mM 


LOOK, YOU OYSTER-BRAINED QUARTER-WIT! 
THERE’S YOUR WHALE — A BIT OF BLUBBER 
ON THE EYE-PIECE! YOU’LL BE 

THE DEATH OF ME YET. 





Suddenly — 


B= ““CHO! HO! BET YOU 
WEREN'T ‘EGGS’-PECTING THAT,) 


. Later, after fruitless aie “te 
Pe storm-tossed, stomach- -churning & 


STEADY AS SHE GOES, 4 
HELMSMAN! GULP! & 
LAA 


AYE. AYE, SKIPPER! GULP! x 
I NEVER REALISED I’D SIGNED 
ON IN THE FLEET AIR ARM. 





WHALE OFF THE 


AT LAST! SLURP! . 
ITLL BE WHALE 
AND CHIPS 

FOR SUPPER , 





m WHEREABOUTS? 
WHERE IS MY 

PRINCE OF 

10 | WHALES? 





—. 
Cg 
w= 
z= 

| ed 
23 
ie 
= 
5< 
is 





A HARPOON, EH? Je” 
THAT’S NOT VERY 
FRIENDLY, IS 


IT? 










































































HO! HO! 
WHALES |, 
WHALERS O! 
WANT A 
REPLAY? 





@ ILL USE THIS SIDE OF BACON 
AS BAIT TO HOOK OL’ MOBY AN’ GET} 
INTO DAD’S GOOD BOOKS. 
y HERE, MOBY! HERE, BOY! 









Presently, three 
fathoms deep — 









/(*ELLO! *ELLO! WHAT’S 
7 THIS? SUPPER? 
SMELLS NICE... 





I'LL HAVE J: 
(A NIBBLE! 


; YIPPEE! PVE = 









WHAT’S ALL THIS? A ROPE? 
THERE’S SOMETHING FISHY 
HERE. LET’S SEE 
ON THE OTHER END... 






WHAT'S 





Battered, bruised and “be-dazed” 
Moby Mick floats to the surface — 


COO! IT’S MOBY! I’VE 
HOOKED HIM! THIS COULD 
MEAN PROMOTION TO CHIEF 

CABIN BOY AT LEAST! 








YO-HO-HO! AND A BOTTLE OF POP! 
CAP’N DAD WILL BE PLEASED J 
WHEN I TELL HIM THE NEWS. 


= es 


THERE YOU 


as 


—_— THE CHIPS, 
ie 








DB CTHere’s 
ENOUGH HERE 
FOR EVERYONE. 


OH, MY HEAD! - 
HAT DID I CRASH 
INTO? ICELAND? 
















Down, down dived Moby, 
dragging the goed ship 
Lollipoop to her watery 
grave, there to rest, for all 
time toe come. Well, maybe! 





It’s now 1989 (that’s nearly half-past 
eight — go o on,work it out) and,on TV — 


e+. LAST WEEK, SALVAGE TEAMS BROUGHT 
THE WRECKED S.S. LOLLIPOOP TO THE ©% 
SURFACE AND, AFTER REPAIRS, WE EXPECT & 
TO SEE HER BACK IN BEAUTIFUL POGTLE. 
ANY MINUTE,NOW... 

















MEANTIME, HERE’S A RECORDING OF 
THE SCENE LAST WEEK AS THE 
S.S. LOLLIPOOP WAS BROUGHT TO THE 
SURFACE. UPLIFTING, EH?. 

























And now, not a nautical mile 
away, the re-rigged Lollipoop is 

heading for her 
“Bootle”-ful 


















(HERE! THAT’S FROM EO 
22 by MY COLLECTION! See 


Meanwhile, at 33 Slaughterhouse Gardens, 
Master Jonah views the events with 
a great deal of relish — 


se es THAT’S THE SHIP MY GREAT, GREAT, 
: GREAT GRAND-DADDY AND UNCLE 
SAILED IN. 





I MUST DASH DOWN AND 
SEE THE LOLLIPOOP 
DOCKING. 


THANKS, } 
SKIPPER. 


YOU’RE WELCOME, )_- 
SHIPMATE. LOVELY 
DAY, EH? ~ 





SMASHIN’ SHIP MIND IF I 
YOU'VE GOT DRIVE FORA 
HERE, CAP’N. 4 beey SPELL? 


MY PRIDE AND 
OY, SHIPMATE. 


OH, BOY! I’M A BORN 


SAILOR, YE KNOW! HARD A-PORT, STEADY AS 
SOFT A-STARBOARD! YOU GO, 
YIPPEE! IT’S EASY. ; SHIPMATE! 

ae STEADY! 




















THAT’S BETTER! GLAD 
1 PICKED YOU UP... 
COULD DO WITH EXTRA 


pt PLL HAVE A 
(BIT OF SHUT-EYE TILL 
EIGHT BELLS. YAWN! 





ay PLL GIVE HER A 
==( BIT MORE THROTTLE — 


TOO FAST, METHINKS! 
WHERE’S THE BRAKE? AND 
WHERE’S THE KEY? IT SAYS 

<4 THERE ARE LOCKS AHEAD 





There’s no call for keys when & YAAAOO! WE’RE 
Jonah’s in charge — he 5 
ahead! 





HELLO, SKIPPER! WHERE’S YOUR 
y BOAT,THEN? IT SEEMS 
a1TO HAVE DONE A RUNNER. 





(NOW HEAR THIS, YOU SAUCER-EARED, 


GORMLESS GALOOT — YOU'VE 
SUNK HER! SUNK! DO you 


LU rie 
Ly DG 











Flying boat, 
accidentally inflated 
during the mayhem 

two pages back. 


ROUND THE FLEET, IF 
I HAD A FLEET! YOU 
DESERVE THE CAT! 








I SAY! THE 
CAPTAIN’S HAT! } 
PVE BEEN 
PROMOTED! 


ge 





Presently —¥ ~ has nahy 
2 : AVE GOT A BOAT OF MY OWN,NOW. 
: I’LL BE IN BOOTLE BAY IN 
NO TIME AT ALL. 








Meanwhile, aboard the Lollipoop, the new 
Captain, Ebeneezer Earwig, is 

savouring the joys of his 
a new command — 








from 
ais, 
= 


*S WELCOME.) 
THOUSANDS CHEERING... 







AN, EVEN 
Leeead E 















Meanwhile, back at' 
the quayside — 





HERE I AM. HOPE )¢ 
I’M NOT TOO 





°LO, MR MAYOR! HAS THE 
LOLLIPOOP DOCKED YET? 


KS é 


I’M SEEING THINGS, AREN'T I? 


~( YOU’RE NOT REAL — ARE YOU? 


1 THINK SO. ~ 
1 WAS THE LAST) 
TIME 1 LOOKED.) = 





BOOK. YES! YES! YOU’RE HIS 
DOUBLE. THE SPITTIN’ IMAGE. 


CBG} 
THAT’S ME GREAT-GREAT- 
oA GREAT-GRAND-UNCLE! GREAT! 





Thee 





WHAT GOOD LUCK! HERE WE HAVE THE 
LIVING DESCENDANT OF THE 
GREAT HORATIO HORNBLASTER! 


I HOPE I’M 
DOING THE 
RIGHT THING. 


AS A 
BOOK-MARK. 


IN HERE! WE MUST GET 
YOU SUITABLE 
NAUTICAL TOGS 


ea Gee 





s// JUST LOOK AT 
7 ME BEAUTIFUL 


HURRY UP — AND 
DO MAKE SURE 
IT’S A SNUG FIT. 





HOW’S THAT? 
NAUTICALLY NATTY? 


OH, NATTILY 
NAUTICAL! 
DEEPLY DIVINE! 





]/ ‘OW DO, ALL? IT’S 
4 ME — LORD HIGH 


\ AQ YOU WILL BOARD \ 


THAT LAUNCH AN’ LEAD THE 


OFFICIAL WELCOMING Yj; 
PARTY OUT TO THE yg 


CAN'T WAIT TO 
ME HANDS ON 





Suddenly— (SMILE! SAY HALIBUT! 
Bs 


OH, JOY! THIS IS My LUCKY DAY — 
TO BE SNAPPED WITH A DESCENDANT 


The party set sail — FULL STEAM AHEAD! 


i] 
@ CAST OFF! \WSHIVER YOUR TIMBERS 
PURL TWO! por 





ee a lat 
Oey aire 




















CRAM ON 
FULL SAIL! 
te 




















SUFFERIN’ STEVEDORES! }' 
WHO DID THAT? ¥ 





CORACLES! 


FEAR NOT, MATEYS! 
ADMIRAL JONAH 
tx WILL SAVE 


/(F_ you. 





WHOOPSIE! I’ve}, The Mayoress crawls free — 


a MY OH, WHAT A 
FRIGHTENING 
EXPERIENCE! J. 


ARR! THAT’S 
EVEN MORE 
FRIGHTENING! 


YOUR EYES, }! 
(MA’AM, WHILE ) 
4 I ADJUST 

MY RIGGING. } 





IT’S JUST ALL TOO, 


STEADY, WIFE! BRACE 
YOURSELF — IT’S ONLY 





Guess who spoke too soon. 
Correct! His Worshipfullness, His 
Loud-mouthedness, the Mayor! 


YEEKS! 





AHOY, THERE, SAILOR! LEND 
A HAND TO TOW THIS TARPAULIN J 








WELL, SLAP ME VITTALS! THERE 
GO THE REST — JUMPIN’ SHIP! 


Admiral (acting, of course) 


Jonah steams on to meet 
the good ship Lollipoop — 


/ OH, A LIFE 


\ON THE OCEAN 
WAVE! 














HOI! PEA-BONCE! 
WHERE ARE THE 
OTHERS? 


THEY TOOK A 
WALK, SHOVEL 








Suddenly — 


7 THEY WERE. 


Ww 

i 
rx 
== 
rae 
ze 
OG 
x 
<7 
a 
wO 





NOW YOU'VE DONE 
IT, YOU CRAZY 





DEMOLISHED 
THE WHEEL! 


SHIPMATE! I’LL HAVE - 
IT WITH ONE SWIPE, THIS TIME, 





CRUMBS! HE’S 
GOING EVEN 





THAT LEAVES ONLY ME, NOW — 
ALL THAT REMAINS OF THE WELCOMING 


PARTY. ILL SAIL ON ALONE. y 


BUT THERE IS ONE TEENY- 
WEENY PROBLEM... - 
THERE’S NO STEERING 
THINGYMABOB. 





PLL GET THE HANG OF THIS — oops! 
SORRY — WITH A BIT OF — ee — 


The boiler’s getting 


quite steamed up — 













Meanwhile, as the Lollipoop 

sailed towards the shores of 

“Bootiful” Bootle, the crew 

kept their spirits high with 

shattering sea-shanties — 
3 ¢ 2 rs 


HOO-RAY! AND UP )>= 
7. SHE RISES! 











he Lollipoop’s skipper 
oe mid : anadt the horizon — 





EMERGENCY STOP! I'VE Yee] 
SPOTTED A DISASTER APPROACHING} 
_ON THE PORT BOW. _ 


Here’s the cause of the = 
skipper’s panic — the 

siren face of Admiral 

(acting, of course) 


HE’S THE 
FIGUREHEAD’S 
DOUBLE! 
IT’S JONAH! 








) ) 


tf 
er 











IF YOU INSIST, SKIPPER. Jf | 
BUT IT AIN’T BEEN 
FIRED FOR AGES. 





Se 


SORRY! 
BACK FIRE, 
SIR — BLOOP! 


























AND THAT JINX 1S 
STILL HEADING 





Just then, the 
launch’‘s steam : ir 
pressure needle 
flies off the ! 
dial — 


eee 


HAR SHE BLOWS! )— 


—— ——* 


= ee 


—_— a = 


—= 


SKIPPER! YOUR TROUBLES 
Peay, ARE OVER! JONAH'S 
(4)ZE> GONE "BYE-BYES! 


a 


Jubilation, Joll 


ificatio 
break out aboard the ree imag 


o- ollipoop — | 





( CEASE THIS UNSEAMAN-LIKE 
‘BEHAVIOUR — FORTHWITH! F 





It’s Jonah! You see, what 
goes up must come down! 


LOOK OUT, BELOW! SPREAD OUT A SAFETY 
NET — A THICK MATTRESS — A 
DAMP SPONGE — ANYTHING! 


7 Py 





NO, IT’S NOT! 
IT’S HIM! 











PHEW! THAT WAS A 
CLOSE SHAVE. HE 
COULD’VE SUNK US, 















ESPECIALLY IF 
HE’D LANDED ON 
US HEADFIRST! 








MAN THE OARS. eam 
LET'S GET AWAY 4am 
FROM HERE FAST. pea 


WE DON'T WANT TO BE % 
AROUND WHEN HE COMES 
=| TO THE SURFACE. 9 















RUN! IT’S THAT LAUNCH! 
IT’S COMING DOWN ON TOP 
oF US — IN KIT FORM! 


fi 


Disaster! Disaster! Disaster! 











> BOO-HOO-HOO! I’M Ba eee 
GOING DOWN WITHOUT Jie 
eee MY SHIP. 4 


Seconds later, you-know-who 
(Admiral, acting, of course), surfaces — 





—Just in time to see the second 
sinking of the poor ship Lollipoop! “a 
i 


Meanwhile, on shore, the impatient 
crowd awaits the arrival of , 
their heroic vessel. 


NOT A LOT, IF MY 
WORST SUSPICIONS 
ARE CORRECT. LOOK! A TRAIL 
OF BUBBLES. WHAT 


CZ 
{fea tes Rae) 


lim Ess] 










It’s Jonah, shipmates! Jonah, 
the face that sank a thousand ships — 
and in one case sank 


the same ship twice! 









HELLO, SHIPMATES, IT’S MEL, 


P’VE SALAVGED THE LOLLIPOOP’s ) 
FIGUREHEAD. ISN'T IT Y 


PRETTY? JUST LIKE Se 
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YOU IDIOT, JONAH! 
YOU’VE SCUPPERED US! 


O\<- (BUT, CAP'N — 1 THOUGHT IT 


id 











COME ABOARD QUICK, CAP’N— 
BEFORE JONAH CAN REACH US. 


THAT TO YOU, \ 
JONAH, JINX OF 
THE a ? 





a 


eee 
— 
yw —— 
_ 


Ag 


HAPPENED? 


WHAT A DAY THIS HAS BEEN— 
ONE DISASTER AFTER A ! 





LO, CAP’N! ROOM 
FOR ONE MORE 
ON THIS ICE-BERG? 









IT’S NOT FAIR, ELSIE! WE BOOKED THIS 
ICE-BERG FOR OUR HOLS — NOW 
IT’S DOUBLE-BOOKED! 


it 









WHY DON’T WE HAVE A FIRE? 
THERE’S A LOT OF WRECKAGE 
FLOATING ABOUT. 





GOOD JOB SOME OF US ) 
HAVE GOT BRAINS! y=*4a 


THERE! THAT )4 
DIDN'T TAKE X ~ 





And all through the Antarctic night, 
Jonah’s fire blazes, fiercely— 





— MELT AN ‘ieeene = 





And melt it he has— 





“THAT TUB’S ARRIVED JUST 
IN TIME, OUR FLOES 
HAVE ALL MELTED. 












THANKS, N 
SKIPPER!) « AS 









L{ STEADY, CAP’N — THE LAD’S HUMAN? Y 
A HUMAN, AFTER ALL! HA! HA! 
2) 
@ 





RUE THE DAY HE 
RESCUED JONAH! 








THIS 1S A VERY FINE SHIP — VERY 
SHIP-SHAPE! VERY NAUTICAL! F 


THAT BE OUR 


HARPOON GUN. IT’S GOT) aN 
A RANGE OF THREE cs 


MILES AND A BIT. 





NOT MUCH CALL FOR IT NOWADAYS. 
WHALES BE PROTECTED, YOU SEE! 






... IN FACT, 1 SEE SOME GEESE. 
THEY’D MAKE A NICE CHANGE FROM 
HARD TACK AND SHIP’S BISCUIT... 





w 
x 
kK 
35 Ww 
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Or Ww 
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x 
= 
=4 
<x 





Jonah missed the geese, but he’s “potted” an airliner! -agaeeas 











I’M SORRY, SIR! 


(YOUR CHICKEN, 
THE CHICKEN’S OFF, 


siR — OWL 









Three minutes and twenty 


ROAST CHICKEN! Or 
thousand feet later— a 


= : 





WE GET AND HARD TACK! 
SHIP’S 
BISCUIT. 


CHICKEN PIE IN 2@@ 
THE SKY, MORE LIKE! P 





(LET'S GIVE 


Twenty thousand feet aloft— WOW! 1 


A DID! JUST IN 
TIME! 





Meanwhile, Jonah’s been given \ 
i the engine room— 


PHEW! IT’S HOT 
DOWN HERE! 


1 COULD DO WITH A DRINK. 


WHICH IS THE COLD TAP? 














© . Bee ke 2 5 
° / 
o 
% — = 


w/ THIS ONE, THEN? CRUMBS! 
NOW IT’S JAMMED OPEN! 





(HELP! EMERGENCY!) 





oom 1M GETTING oo 
OUT OF HERE, BEFORE 
7 1 GET THE 
BLAME! 





{ ABANDON SHIP! 


ENGINE 
=” ROOM <© 
FLOODED! 





A DRINK, IS IT? WELL, 


af 


——— 


CHRISTMA 
DAY! 


SS ee = 


=(AT LAST, WE°VE BEEN SPOTTED! | 





The crew are winched aboard-\— = 
all except you-know-who! ~ 


GOOD NEWS, LADS! WE CAN FLY OUT 
OF HERE ON A PLANE THAT’S JUST. 





























THERE IT IS, SO OFF YOU fA a 
_ P csi 
gia GO — AND HAPPY LANDIN (A 


WELCOME ABOARD 
VULTURE AIRWAYS. 


NO, THANKS! I HAD 
CHICKEN FOR LUNCH! 


Y WoG 
1 
_> i S 


Later, in flight— DINNER IS SERVED, 
Ses) \ SIR. CHICKEN? 


GULP! IT’s ONE 
A OF OURS. THE 
MISSING ONE! 





CAPTAIN! CAPTAIN!)> 


WHAT’S THE PANIC? Leg 
HAS THE ENGINE FALLEN Ji 


JONAH! on 
MY PLANE! Pri: SKIP! 
WANT ME 
TO TAKE A 
SPELL AT 

THE CONTROLS? 





Goodness! Have they thrown Jonah out? 


= 









No! Everyone else has thrown themselves out! 
= —=——. 


=SSy ) 


(THEY'VE LEFT ME WITH A HOLEY PARACHUTE ). 
T SAID 1 WOULD GET DOWN FASTER.. 
=. SOUNDS A BIT HAIRY-FAIRY TO ME. 


NO PROBS! THIS IS JUST LIKE ) 
A SHIP SO, AS A SEASONED 
SAILOR, THIS WILL JUST 





THAT’S DOWN! THAT’S UP! 
THIS 1S UP AND OVER! 
WONDER WHAT STOP IS? 


Very eezeepeezee! 













NOW I’M GETTING 
THE HANG OF IT. 


CRIPES! I'M 


RUNNING OUT OF 
AU FUEL! 





MAY DAY! S.O.S. PERMISSION 
TO DOCK—ER— LAND! I'M 4 
COMING DOWN ANYWAY! SO THERE! 














IT SANK! GULP! HOW WAS 
I SUPPOSED TO KNOW IT 
WASN'T A SEA-PLANE? 


E SANK A FRIGATE 


g 


7SANK TWENTY YACHTS IN 
\ PUDDLE-D 
“iy ey, 


YY 





AND HE’S JUST 
DITCHED A PLANE 





NOT A HAPPY’ 
TALE, 1S IT? 
SO THE QUESTION IS, \@ 
“4 WHAT DO WE DO 
v= a WITH JONAH? 


LIF 


lly 
~ 
a 


OR MAYBE RUN 
AWAY TO SEA... 





{ IMPOSSIBLE ) 
QUESTION. 





THE ANSWER IS AS OBVIOUS AS A BARNACLE 
ON A REAR ADMIRAL’S BOTTY — WE 
SEND HIM TO SUBS. YOU CAN’T SINK 

A SUB. HA! HA! 


AHOY! JONAH, HERE! SIR! REQUEST FOR 
REPORTING FOR DUTY! IMMEDIATE LEAVE! 
I'M COMING ABOARD!) .- S—] PLEASE! : 


LV 


A! 





KEEP AN EYE ON HIM! 
A HE'S SUNK HALF A 
{ FLEET ALREADY. 


\ Sat , aS 


‘PHEW! IT DOES GET AWFULLY HOT 
DOWN IN THESE ENGINE ROOMS. 


‘@i 





/(VLL GO UP FOR) 
VA BREATHER! Y | 





ABANDON 





AW, COME ON, LADS — SPEAK TO ME! 
ALL I DID WAS GO UP FOR A 
BREATH OF FRESH AIR. 


THERE’S NO FOOD IN AMONGST THIS 
4 LOT OF FLOTSAM, CAP’N 


% 


| 


| 


NOT TO WORRY — 
I’M A GREAT 


/_\_pot-sHoT! JX 
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Thirty thousand feet above, 
it's Vulture Airways again! 


YOUR DUCK, SIR! 


WHAT A 
SHOT, EH? 





TS DUCK! WELL, THAT’S } 
A NICE CHANGE! 











Meanwhile on a nearby beach— 
— WHERE’S MY DUCK, STEWARDESS? 















~ SORRY, SIR—~— ko 
IT’S OFF WHILE WE 
penta DO AN EMERGENCY ig 

yo \_ FOR REPAIRS, 












The airliner’s captain meets 
the sub’s commander— 


SURE, WE CAN GIVE YOU A LIFT, ONCE 
WE°’VE REPAIRED OUR FUSELAGE, 











ELCOME ABOARD, VULTURE AIRWAYS 
— ER -- CAPTAIN! CAPTAIN! 





/sSO, IT’S YOU AGAIN! WELL, 
P’M TAKING NO CHANCES 


é mee NO, ! DON'T WANT DUCK! I HAD THAT 


FOR BREAKFAST. JUST UNDO THIS 


(SEND HIM TO THE SUBMARINES, YOU SAID! 
1 CAN'T SINK A SUB, YOU SPDT 





SEND HIM TO H.M.S. LAZY HAMMOCK! 
HE CAN’T SINK THAT! 


( THE OBVIOUS ANSWER! EY GOOD THOUGHT, 14 


T mH DINGLEBY-PONSONBY- 
\(BRILLIANT! ), 





And so, it came to pass, that Jonah 
duly reported to H.M.S. Lazy Hammock— 


IT’S AN OLD SALTS’ HOME! I 
BEEN SPECIALLY PICKED 


you Do — DON’T! 
ASK ME FIRST! Jz 





OH, A SAILOR’S LIFE’S A HAPPY ONE! } 
LOTS OF TRAVEL AND LOTS OF FUN! & 








t 


Suddenly— [i 


OLD SALT, OVERBOARD! 


/ AH! HE’S ALL RIGHT — 
GOT A SOFT LANDING! 


é 


ZO 





f STEADY, SHIPMATE! DON'T 
PANIC! ABLUTIONS— ¥ 
(WATCH TO THE RESCUE!) 


THERE! SOON HAVE YOU 
SHIP-SHAPE AND 
BRISTOL FASHION! 





JONAH! TAKE YOUR VICTIM 
TO THE WASH-ROOM AND 
| SCRUB HIM DOWN! 





I SAY! THAT WAS A BIT OF LUCK! | eam 


WE'VE BEEN SENT INDOORS JUST/ = ™ ee 
ON! 





THAT TAP’S DRIPPING! CAN'T HAVE THAT — a 
IT COULD FLOOD Ue PLACE. cc — 


= eee 
a 


TESTS 


ait 
iC 





I’LL HAVE TO USE A WRENCH — 
GIVE ME SEA ROOM, SHIPMATES! 


Le Mh 












/ SAILOR, TAKE THAT DISASTER BACK ANCHORS. 
TO THEIR LORDSHIPS AT THE AWEIGH, 
ADMIRALTY! Si 





COULDNT SINK AN OLD SALTS? 
HOME, EH? WELL, HE DID! 





Then up speaks the office charlady. / oS 
YOU KNOW, WE HAD ONE JUST LIKE 


HIM IN OUR FAMILY. RAVING NUTTER! 
THOUGHT HE.WAS NAPOLEON! WE CURED HIM.) 





And so, a few days later, an airmail for Jonah 





I'VE BEEN PROMOTED. 
ADMIRAL OF THE NAVY! 


NAVY? WE 
SWISS HAVE 
NO NAVY! 








Presently— I’M HERE TO TAKE CHARGE OF 
THE NAVY, SO IT MUST BE SOMEWHERE! 


NAVAL BLOKE, ARE YOU? JUST 
THE CHAP WE’RE LOOKING FOR! 









i er FRANC! SINK °EM ¢ 
IF YOU CAN! ROLL nh 
a 


Back at the Admiralty- — 







: WE'VE GOT RID OF JONAH 






BUT FOR HOW 
LONG? GULP! Z 
LD 


VM 
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A WHALE OF 


a | 1 a | oe AS Ca 





ain 
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Jonah, Jinx and Terror 
of all Seafaring Souls 
is ashore helping 

_ at his Dad’s shop— 


OF ICE ARRIVES BEFORE Fim 
HIS FISH GO OFF. IT’S 
ROPER SCORCHER TOD 

7 Fz 





Suddenly— 


OH, GOOD! THE ICE-MAN 
COMETH. I’LL GIVE HIM A 
HAND TO UNLOAD. 


eC id BOOZ DS 


EAE 
Loc 
ae | 





COO! HE’S KEEPING 
A COOL HEAD! 


"ARR! 11's. 


SLIPPERY — 








eS 
(er) 
<i> 





Finally — the ice blocks abertar © ida a 
against 2 a lamp post, \\\ iy 
WN NK REE \\ 


il 
oy 


APES fo AST ICE? il mal 
MY Ie 


null 
a 


“THEY PROMISED 
“7 A HEATWAVE! 
BRR! GOT IT 
WRONG AGAIN! 





And nearby— 


THIS 1S GREAT! 
SNOW IN AUGUST! 


But not everyone is CLOWN! YOU’VE LOST ALL OUR ICE 


IN THE SHADE. 


jumping with joy — my AND IT’S NINETY ) 
C | 


Dad is dancing with rage? 





Indeed, the heat’s rotting the fish— 


= 


g@C’MON, FELLAS! ae 
”—S LET'S RAID JONAH’S 
SHOP WHILE IT’S EMPTY. THE J. 
FISH’LL BE ALL RIGHT WITH 
SOME CATMINT ADDED. gf 





YOU STUPID OAF! CAN'T you 
NEVER EVER DO ANYTHING RIGHT? 
THE CATS HAVE RUN OFF 

WITH MY STOCK. y79g 


BLAME FOR 
EVERYTHING!) 





Suddenly, the passengers realise 


who has come on board— = 


HE’S SUNK A 
GRAND FLEET IN 
—{_ HIS TIME! je 





HO! HO! WHAT 
ff A STUPID PANIC! 20 
_{ HOW COULD HE SINK) | 
+A BUS? RIDICULOUS!) 


Silly conductor! 
He shouldn't 
have said that. 





I'M GETTING OFF! THAT GOON’S ) 
A WALKING DISASTER AREA! 


Driverless, the bus careers 
on — towards the docks! 


cell 





YOU DID SINK A 





Pa Pe ore ae siipe . wuied (UCR 


LL SAIL WITH THIS: 


PRETTY ONE — IT’S VERY 
a HOMELY! S 








LOOK AT THEM — 
DESERTING LIKE 


WE’RE SUPPOSED TO. 





WHO'S COME ABOARD? 4 
| JONAH, CAP'N! 


BUT I’M THE ONLY 
CREW YOU’RE 
LEFT WITH. 








HEY, SHIP-MATES! IT’S CAP’N RED-EYE! HE’S 
A-COMIN’ TO SHANGHAI US SAILOR LADS! yd 


RED-EYE? HE COULDN'T 
SHANGHAI HIS GRANNY. 
SO, LEAVE OFF! 








my SUBMARINERS GO WITH 
A FLASH IN THE PAN. 
w) 3 








SHIVER ME BOB-STAYS! WHAT AILS 
THEM SAILOR BOYS? THEY KNOWS I IG 

GIVES GOOD RATES — AND ALL ¢- 

THE HARD TACK THEY CAN EAT. 






I'LL HAVE NO BOTHER! ILL 
JUST PUT THE WORD ABOUT I'M 
SIGNING ON WITH THIS VESSEL! 


B) (SHIPMATE’S COMING 
y) ABOARD! 















O! HO! THIS LOT DON’T LIKE ME. 
IVE BEEN SHIPWRECKED WITH THEM BEFORE! 


THEY THINK THEY’RE ESCAPING — NOT SO! JUST 


WAIT — YOU’LL SEE. CAP’N BE WAITIN’! we 





GOTCHA, ME HEARTIES! 


GOOD TRICK, JONAH! YOU’RE WORTH 
YOUR WEIGHT IN BLUBBER! 





(WHY D*°YOU SAY BLUBBER, CAP’N? — 
°COS THAT’S MY TRADE — AN’ WE’RE 
OFF TO ANTARCTICA A-WHALIN’ 
IN THE MORN! 









I’M GLAD 1 FOUND THESE 


SUNSPECS AND SUN HAT. 
THERE — THAT'S BETTER! 





Blithely but blindly, Jonah 
steers through a flotilla of 





HE’S SUNK US, CAP'N! 
CABIN BOY, CAT AND ALL! 
THERE’S ONLY ONE LAD WHO 
COULD'VE DONE THAT . 


— JONAH! 





Weeks later, Jonah and crew reach Antarctic waters 

W | tuh Fie 

LOOK AT ALL THAT LOVELY 

ICE. MY DAD WOULD GIVE 

HIS BACK TEETH FOR 

SOME OF THAT. 
fl 

















[But not everyone on board is as enthusiastic about ice as Jonah; 
LOOK HERE, CAP’N, WE’RE NOT DRESSED J, Samm 

FOR THIS: WHALING CAPER. WE’RE 
DRESSED FOR THE MED. WE'RE 7, 
ALL GETTING CHILBLAINS! 







FEELING A BIT CHILLY, 
EH? THAT’S NO PROBLEM! 
LET’S DANCE A 
HORNPIPE! 


IT’S GOOD 

FOR THE 
CIRCULATION! 
MUSIC, JONAH! 





I’LL BET YOU LOT DIDN'T KNOW I COULD 4.4) 
PLAY THE CONCERTINA. A PROPER VIRTUOSO, 
CONSERVATORY TRAINED! | 


: 23 = pat : 
Soon, the crew drop exhausted to ——— ee - & SPY. 


the deck — totally played out! —_ \ 


; 2) 


Ss 
Tf 


oy 


“| 
aa 


IPF Dy am 





A few hours later— 





SUFFERIN’ SARDINES! HE 
NEARLY HARPOONED ME! 





MISSED! I’LL TRY 








(I'VE GOT IT IN MY SIGHTS 
THIS TIME — FIRE! 


GREAT BUCKETS OF COD 
LIVER OIL! IT’S PIROUETTING Emma 


WE'RE UP AGAINST IT 4 
THIS TRIP. THAT’S SOME 





Suddenly— 


IT’S EIGHT BELLS! 





A SHIP*S COOK’S THE MOST IMPORTANT 


(JOB ON BOARD SHIP, SO I’LL GIVE *EM 
: A PIPIN’ HOT SUPPER! 


No wonder! The chip 
pan’s on fire! 





‘ALL HANDS 
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Tt 


MORE FUEL! 
USTEEE UP! 


pon 





And soon the ship’s 
ablaze from stem 
to stern— 


1 THINK WE’VE 
GONE TOO FAR! 


UP THE MAST 
WE’RE ALL WITHOUT A 
PADDLE! 








(AHOY THERE, ME HEARTIES! 














IT’S "IM! IT?S JONAH! THE JINX 
OF THE SEVEN SEAS — AND BEYOND! 


AT YOUR G 
SERVICE, 
ADMIRAL! 






aia 
‘= ra 









YOU CANT! I 
GIVE TO THE 
LIFEBOATS EVERY 





Six fathoms deep— 









a OM A ‘Qc: NA | . 








(BUBBLING BUBBLE-GUM! 
Fw SEAS GIVEN HIM BACK! 


1 DIDN'T HAVE TIME 
TO FIT THIS OUTBOARD 9,9), 
TO MY LAUNCH. to Nee 


I ALWAYS KNEW 
1 WAS THE RIGHT 
CALIBRE FOR 





I CAN'T GO HOME 
WITHOUT A CARGO, SO 
WHAT CAN I LOAD? s< 








NO! THAT 
WOULD BE 





CRUEL. 


EITHER. 


OOD IDEA 


AND WHALES AREN'T A 
G 





YOU'D NEVER 


VE GOT IT! THE VERY THING! 


AND MY DAD’LL BE OVER THE MOON! 





Ls ICE! 
TONS OF IT! ALL 























Presently— (BUT WHY TAKE HOME JUST A BOATLOAD 
OF ICE WHEN I CAN TAKE HOME 
AN ICE-BERG, AS WELL? pr 





THAT’S THE LINE SECURED. 
NOW TO TOW THE ICE-BERG HOME. 


PHEW! IT’S GETTING HOTTER! 
MUST BE NEARING THE EQUATOR. 





BUT THE ICE-BERG’S 
DOING BETTER. IT’S 
KEEPING ITS COOL! 





Then, astern— 


hi 
fii 


Sy 
WHAT? IN THE TROPICS! HAVE 
YOU BEEN AT THE JUNGLE 
f z i mi 


Ld 


Z( NOW, D°YOU YES! PASS DOWN 


BELIEVE ME? THE JUNGLE JUICE!) y™ 


And so another fine ship is doomed 
| to the deep, courtesy of Jonah! 





Back home, on TV— 
— WE INTERRUPT THIS TRANSMISSION 
TO ANNOUNCE AN ICE-BERG ALERT IN 
: m—ry THE ENGLISH CHANNEL! 


maa € 
<s 
3 
ee 
ee 


Another half dozen ships meet their 
fate at the hands of Jonah! ; 





The bridgemaster suffers a mild case of the heebie-jeebies- 


J Cri-trs an I-I-ICE-BERG! Zig 
(EMERGENCY OPEN! 7 


a) 





The bridge opens. The ice-berg is saved. Pity about the people! 


wa" 





60 ve Wt 






NOW TO TELL DAD THE GOOD NEWS — 
OH, OH! 1 SEEM TO HAVE PICKED ~ 
UP wil EXTRA CARGO. WILD BUNCH, I’D SAY. 


oA 
ae: % ? 9 
AOA: 


wit abhD me 
7 ar 
Kye 




















SS EW eI( GUESS I'D BETTER MOVE 


ae "(ON SMARTISH. GIVE ’EM 
TIME TO COOL DOWN! 





YIN FACT, I THINK IT 
BEST TO GO TO GROUN 
os FOR A BIT! 


Much later— 


IS THE COAST CLEAR? 
SAFE TO COME UP? GOOD! ) 


a, - 


y 


= 


Uap x tL — 
@ ; 





Jonah tells dad all 
about his icefall— 


“COME, DAD! I°VE GOT 
A WHOLE MOUNTAIN OF 


ICE FOR YOU! 
LOOK! THE SHOP’S BEEN 
LEFT UNATTENDED. > 


LE. 


a 


SS = 


WHILE THE FISHMONGER’S 
AWAY THE CATS WILL PLAY! 





WE’LL NEED THIS BIG VAN, DAD! 
THERE’S TONS AND TONS OF THE STUFF! 





MELTED! 
I'M RUINED! 





y\ AND I’M RUINED, TOO! THE CAT’S 
HAVE NICKED ALL MY FISH! 





DON’T BLAME ME! 
THE SUN’S TO BLAME! 
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It’s 1942, in mid- Atlantic, and Y, 
an Allied convoy is buffeting its Vi, lak 
B // 


way through choppy seas ‘when _ 





Is the Captain mad? Worse! 
He’s crackers! He’s left 
Jonah at the wheel! 


1 TOLD THE SKIPPER TO LEAVE THE 
DRIVING TO ME. ’'M A DAB HAND — 





The crew aboard a ship in Jonah‘s 
path do their emergency drill — 


ABANDON SHIP! 
Yj 


PHO! HO! THAT NEW HAND WE 
SIGNED ON IS A RIGHT MUG —-HE’S 





¢, 
(OE toy: 
é eee 





- 


GETTING OUT \A 
OF.MY WAY! £ 





Jonah spins the wheel and — 


PHEW! WE’VE AVOIDED 
A COLLISION — JUST IN 
THE NICK OF TIME. 


C-C-CAPTAIN! THERE’S 
AN IDIOT HEADING 
TOWARDS US! 





YOU JELLY-BRAINED BUNGLER! 


I. 4 fd 






K/AAFEND THAT SHIP OFF! SHOV 


¥ 
———— 
=e 


SAA LAS 


NAH! =< 


ce 


AND IT’S NO THANKS TO YOU! 
DON’T YOU KNOW YOUR PORT 


FACT, HALF ) 
t 













THERE, YOU BLITHERIN’ BUFFOON! | 
I’VE MARKED YOUR LEFT HAND, 


‘p> FOR ‘PORT? — a 










— AND YOUR RIGHT HAND, 
*S’ FOR ‘STARBOARD’. 









AND TO MAKE EVERYTHING WATERTIGHT 
AND FOOL-PROOF, ‘A’ FOR AMIDSHIPS’ 
ON YOUR BROW! 








THE CAPTAIN’S LOST 
CONFIDENCE IN ME. 





SMUDGED! WHICH 1S WHICH? 


HARD A-STARBOARD, JONAH! 
OH, DEAR! THE LETTERS ARE 





Jonah falls overboard — 





=a 





aa ei 








A_BOAT! I’M SAVED! 


BOY! A BOAT OF MY 
OWN! BUZZ OFF, MINE! 


7A 





The mine spins across the water — 





32 micro-seconds later — 
" led 


AW \ call y 





Meanwhile ms 





NEVER BEATEN. 
I'M RESOURCEFUL! 


f 





HELLO, CAPTANT HATING A Sag 


HELLO, CAPTAIN! HAVING A SWIM, 
a \ 
‘ 


&, A 
een. ww 
ACE caXG 










—e 
SWIM, YOU SHIP-WRECKER 
, oh, s 








Lf 








YES, YOU! BEGONE, BEFORE 
YOU WRECK THIS ONE, TOO! 


ISN’T FAIR! 
I'VE BEEN THROWN 
OVERBOARD TWICE 








Hours later, adrift on the ship’s door, when — 








SAT SEE A SHIP! 
WONDER IF THEY’LL 
TAKE ME ABOARD? 


" . 4 







By chance, the ship’s captain chanced 
to be glancing through his favourite book — 


OH, NO! tT. 
CAN'T BE, CAN IT? ‘a> 





\\ nes es I 
WE'VE PICKED UP THE JINX OF 
THE SEVEN SEAS! CLAP HIM IN IRONS! 

D 








NOW, THEN, HOW CAN I GET OUT 
OF HERE,SO I CAN EXPLAIN EVERYTHING 


SO, THIS IS THE SHIP'S MAGAZINE ROOM,2 
EH? FUNNY, I DON’T SEE ANY MAGAZINES. 





WHAT’S IN THIS BOX? HMMM... CANDLES! 
“J WELL, AT LEAST THAT’S USEFUL. | \=#* 
CAN HAVE A LIGHT NOW. J 








E’S 





YES! DEFINITELY. 
FAULTY CANDLES! , 


THERE, THERE, 


ME! 





LATE THAN NEVER! 





I’M GOING ; 


HIT SOMETHING! 
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DONNER UND BLITZEN! HE HAS 
SUNK US — DER PRIDE OF DEN 
GERMAN UNTERWASSER 












Later, a passing ship spots Sree 


the sunk sub‘s crew ~(AHOY! COME ABOARD! THIS IS 
THE CAPTAIN OF THE TARTAN TOORIE 
ka ror SHOUTING! 









SO, YE SANK A JERRY U-BOAT 2 
SINGLE-HANDED, EH? YER A BONNIE 
FECHTER, JONAH LAD! WELL DONE! 


The S.S. Tartan Toorie, is about to 


ail 
into the history books, dear <= 


readers, so let's follow <7 


Ss ... WELL, PLL TELL YE, JONAH, 
ae WE'RE ON COURSE TO PICK UP A. 
EEE 


ead CARGO O° OATMEAL. WE MUST MAK’ SURE OOR 1}. 
; SODJERS GET THEIR PORRIDGE. ) 





ro NNT nn en 
Sr ne egg re OO 


Meanwhile, at the Admiralty — 


DANGER TO MARINERS 





a a GT 


; a GENTLEMEN, YOUR ATTENTION, PLEASE. I 2 
ile HAVE TOP-SECRET INFORMATION TO IMPART. 





CONVOY 2C IS ASSEMBLING AT POSITION ‘x’. 
IT MUST GET THROUGH WITH ITS CARGOES OF 


AYE, AYE, 
ADMIRAL! 


(CONSIDER. 
Vit pone!) 





Messages are flashed around the world — 


ARREST JONAH! 


es 


ARREST JONAH! 


ARREST JONAH! 





Alas, the S.S. Tartan Toorie’s wireless 
operator's a bag-pipe fanatic — 


And so the Tartan Toorie sets sail 
with 10,000 tons of best oatmeal — 
anda Jinx! ae 





WE LINK UP WITH CONVOY 2C 


THE WHEEL, JONAH. Pp 





Meanwhile, at other American ports: 
other ships are filling up with much 
needed military oatmeal. G 





HURRY IT UP, LACHLAN, 
\_ WE RENDEZVOUS WITH 
FAC CONVOY 2C AT¥ 

MIDNIGHT. ij 


And so the die is cast, the cards are 
dealt and the cookie is about to crumble — 


a FULL STEAM AHEAD! 


CONVOY 2C 


GIVE THE WHEEL TO McNIPPY, 
i er 
a 


£7 
(-— + 
i i 
p Gr 
iA ’ 


he = A= 





ee ae 
ars E179 
: Mi y, (hes 
Gh at 
: 


Presently, in the galley — © [2a 
WHAT’S FOR SUPPER? 
Y 


PORRIDGE AND CHIPS, & 
PORRIDGE AND PORRIDGE. 





HOW UTTERLY BORING! 


AH, WELL, THAT’S 
*COS YOURE NO’A 
SCOTSMAN, LADDIE! 





> THIS 1S THE CAPTAIN’S 


I TOOK OVER FROM McNIPPY. HE’S 
AWAY PRACTISIN’ HIS CABER TOSSIN’. 


| 





The Tartan Toorie, minus its helmsman, 


begins a crazy zig-zag course — \yl, y! "WE 
. ee PARRY LY a 





Which takes it through the convoy — 


£ HE’S JUST MISSED US. 





And one by one slips 
to a watery grave — 
> 





One by one the sailors surface — 





kz 


ACTUALLY IT’S NO’ 





This isn’t the first time Jonah’s been 

in the porridge— er — soup. Before the 
war, he was a harbour-master’s 
assistant and knocker-up. 5 Sam 


FIVE O°CLOCK. 
TIME TO START.S 


cs TEE fi 


Sn ae a 
THIS REALLY ISN'T SUITABLE 

EMPLOYMENT FORA ¢ 
CO/(DEEP-SEA SAILOR LIKE 





HERE THEY COME. GOT TO 
RUN! THEY’RE AN UGLY MOB EIRST 
THING IN THE MORNING. 


TO THE OFFICE FOR 
A BIT OF KIP NOW. 














Two streets away — 


WONDER WHAT’S FOR BREAKFAST4) 
AT THE ‘INN-ON-THE-DOCKS’ TODAY? 









JONAH'S  - 
KNOCKING-UP 
POLE! 


Out of control the lorry swerves — , 
4 me = f ) wy 





HARBOURMASTER’S ) 
ZZ HUT OVERBOARD! 





a 
S— = 





, Presently — 


And then came the ® 
war with a chance for 
even Jonah to join up. 


HE REMINDS ME OF 
ig 


ALL RIGHT. 


ps 









Enough of the nostalgia= 
forward to 1942 in 
mid-Atlantic — 


BRITISHER PLANE 
IN OUR SIGHTS. 










The stricken Sircratt loses} | But miracle! A massive field of 
> 4 | solid porridge lies below — 


Yes, it’s Winston Churchill — 


A MID-ATLANTIC RUNWAY! 
GOOD FORWARD THINKING. 
WHO'S THE CHAPPIE 



















fF WELL DONE, LAD!) _| 
> YOU DESERVE A MEDAL! 
THERE! 


BYE, MR C. COUNT 


ON ME ANY 
« 








OH, THIS Is TOO, TOO GRUEL! 
‘ME — A HERO ON BOTH SIDES 
DOING PORRIDGE! 
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AYE, AYE, ADMIRAL! 


( HARD A-STARBOARD! 





ip 


Midmaneeret - ca 
2 aT, cdl no 


YOUR BOAT SUNK OUR BOAT! 


NOT MY FAULT — 
IT WAS JONAH’S! HE 
WAS IN CHARGE! 





Round the first 
corner — Ligg 


Round the second corner — 
oe 
(A 
DISGUSTING! YET ANOTHER 


OF THOSE DRUNKEN SAILORS 
THEY KEEP SINGING 


ABOUT. y— 












IT’S TIME 1 WENT TO SEA AGAIN. 
IT’S MY NATURAL ELEMENT 
_ AND HERE’S A LIKELY VESSEL! 


\ 


Some time later, 
at the docks — 





SHE’S A TIDY-LOOKING 
= TUB. I’ 





HELLO, SHIPMATE! 
JONAH’S THE NAME. 


NOT ( 
J-J-JONAH! ) fa 





ae 


WAIT A MINUTE, MATEY! I’°VE GOT A BOARD 
E! I’M CERTIFIED. 


= landed ina 
) , of mattresses. Jammy Jonah! 9 








A HOLD FULL OF 
BARBED WIRE! 





HERE I GO 
AGAIN! WHAT’S IN 
STORE THIS 
TIME? 


Wo hotels barred,oli? 


11 











AND THE HOLD, 
WOULD YOU BELIEVE, 
IS FULL OF JUNK! 


RRMA ORL 


heal 










Jonah walks beneath an 
electro-magnetic 
crane, and — 








— into a pool aboard a departing holida y cruiser — 
: | 





ARR! IT’S THAT DREADED JONAH! 






BANDON 


Everyone stampedes 


towards the bow — cS 
&  £\\\\_ -{ MAN THE 


LIFEBOATS! 


—T WOMEN 
AND COWARDS 
FIRST. 


Bow-heavy, the cruiser 
tips forward — 


A 


x 


\ 





GET BACK, YOU MI 
STEAMIN’ PACK OF k 
PANICKING 
SAVAGES! GET 








Alas! Alack! Forsooth all to no avail — 
the bow-heavy vessel dives 
like a submarine — le 














IT WAS 
JONAH’S 
FAULT! 








a= 
{ THANK GOODNESS WE 


WERE NEAR SHORE. 
1 RECKON THAT LOT { 


OWE ME AN ail 
APOLOGY. ih 
A | 
HN teed 


—— 


A passing motoris 





wy, 
[2y IS 


Distracted, the motorist accidentally drives over the edge 
of the quay — 


— and hits the lite-boat that’s just been launched 


to go to the cruiser shipwreck! 









I NEVER TOUCHED IT. BUT I’°D 
BETTER SHOVE OFF ALL 
THE SAME — SMARTISH! 


The harbour-master (who knows a thing or two about 
nautical jinxes) steams on to the scene — 


JONAH SUNK THE LIFEBOAT. 
IT TOOK FOUR MILLION © 
LIFEBOAT FLAGS TO 


BUILD! GRR! 








As Jonah speeds to safety on a borrowed trike — — 













maene Eo) 4 Ge a : —— 





I’M STILL HERE LOOKING FOR 
A SHIP. I’M SO DESPERATE 
PLL TAKE ANYTHING. 





SHIP’S COOK? 
THAT WOULD SUIT. 
PLL SNEAK 


ABOARD. s2aely 





*/ NO PROBLEM! 
PLL CLIMB UP 
THIS HAWSER. 





ae th 
HERE’S A CONVENIENT PORT-HOLE! 
AND JUST IN TIME — WE'RE SAILING. 


THE DREADED 
JONAH’S 
ABOARD! 2B 


THE SHIP'S 
DOOMED! y 








- 
Qa 
< 
oO 
3 
fa) 
< 
= 
(9) 


HAVE IT OFF 
{ 


IN A JIFF! 




















JONAH, AT YOUR JONAH... 
SERVICE, CAP'N! THAT NAME SHOULD 
5 RING A 
BELL 2%. 5 


NOPE! 
NO BELLS 
RINGING! 





Later (and still no bells have rung), I’M DETERMINED 
with Jonah signed on as cook — TO DO THE CREW 


PROUD. COOKING’S 


PLL RUSTLE UP SOMETHING 
QUICK FOR ALL THOSE RUMBLIN’, 
MARINERS’ TUMS! 





The pepper pat goes flying 
out of the ship’s galley — 















The mega-sneeze blasts a ee pants — fin: 


ES 


f es 
all 














r 


I DEMAND TO 


N: 


WHO DUNNIT 


DID YOU SEE THAT KETCH? 
HUH! THEY SHOULDN'T LET SAILORS 


PUT TO SEA WHO STEER LIKE THAT! 





HIS FACE IS 
FAMILIAR. 





WRONG WITH THE 
SOUP, SIR? 





The Captain crashes up into the wheelhouse 
and sends the wheel spinning wildly — 


(fds 








ROOM FOR 
ANOTHER ONE, 
CAP°N? 


Suddenly, the long awaited 


bell rings — 












YOU'RE JONAH! Ex 
a JONAH THE JINX! 2g 7 













I DIDN’T THINK 
MY SOUP WAS 
THAT BAD. 


a & L 
BEGONE, JINX OF \am 
THE SEVEN SEAS! 
A as J 
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Hours later — 


COME ABOARD, MATEY! LOST 
YER SHIP, "AVE YE? 





Oi 


WELCOME ABOARD THE GOOD SHIP 
FLOTSAM. I LIKE THE CUT ’O 
YER JIB. GOT A NAME, MATEY? 











AT LAST — LEFT IN 
COMMAND OF A SHIP! 
RULE BRITANNIA! 








It’s a steam pipe valve! 


WELL, DASH ME BUTTONS! WHERE'S. 
ALL THAT STEAM COMING FROM? 





Blanketed in its own 
cloud of steam, Jonah steers 
the ship to its — 























WHAT’S 
GOING 


The steam clouds clear — and, 
looking astern, Jonah sees — 


SEEMS THERE’S BEEN A BIT OF 
AN ACCIDENT! WONDER 
HOW THAT HAPPENED? 




















A PLL TELL YOU HOW IT HAPPENED, 
YOU GREAT PELAGIC POULTICE! YOU 
BLINDED US WITH YOUR STEAM. 


THAT’S AN ANGRY MOB BACK 

: THERE. THE WISE COURSE 

FOR ME IS TO STEAM OFF — 
LIKE BLAZES! 





{ / 1 MUST STOKE THE 
", BOILERS QUICKLY. . 


eee 


OF 


SHIPWRECKED SAILORS ARE 
ANGRY SAILORS. 1 KNOW — I’VE 
MET A FEW. 









Desperately, Jonah fuels the boilers — 


— IN FACT, MY WHOLE LIFE’S BEEN 
VEXED BY WHINING, BAD-TEMPERED MARINERS 
OF THE MOST DISTRESSED AND 
SHIPWRECKED CONDITION. 







KIPPERS AND HALIBUT! 


@ I’LL USE WHATEVER WOOD \| 
COMES TOJ| 


. THE STEERING WHEEL 
WILL DO FOR A START! 





Soon, the ship’s reduced to an iron 
skeleton as Jonah burns everything 
he can unscrew —_ 





But the luck of the { WHOOPS! IVE LANDED 
Jonahs holds out — ON SOMETHING HARD! 


_ 


La 


SUFFERIN’ SARDINES! 11s 
A SURFACING SUBMARINE! 


YIPPEE! 








AHOY, CAPTAIN! THANKS FOR THE LIFT. rt 


i iin Ee 


bp 
OH, NO! IT’S — 
JONAH! / 









CAP'N! CLOSE THE CONNING TOWER HATCH! 
GURGLE! GURGLE! 






AND IT’S JONAH’S 
FAULT! HE MADE 
ME PANIC! 






YOU’RE 
\. UNDER 

ARREST, 

JONAH! 





WHAT’S THE 26p FOR? 


FOR RUINING 
MY COPY OF THE }- 
BEANO! 


YOULL BE FLOGGED 
AROUND THE FLEET FOR 
THIS, JONAH! 
| 7-LHOW MUCH 
~D°YOU THINK PLL 
FETCH? 


















Later, in the Admiralty Court — 
THE FINDINGS OF THIS COURT ARE 


CN THAT THE ACCUSED, EXTRA-ORDINARY 
SEAMAN JONAH, IS — 






GULP! AM 1 FOR THE HIGH JUMP? ° 
DD Mem ee eS Pl Rt EE os Bt BE 





— NOT GUILTY, BY VIRTUE OF THE PROVEN FACTS 
“THAT THE ACCUSED’S MIND, BEING TOTALLY A4=== 
UNBALANCED AND UNSEAWORTHY IS FIT ONLY FOR} 
THE BREAKER’S YARD! x= = 





A SOUND JUDGEMENT! 
MOST ELOQUENTLY PUT, 


M’LORD! THANKEE! 


HOWEVER, AS THIS PIECE OF FLOTSAM IS A 
DANG EE TO SHIPPING, HE MUST 





WARNINGS? 1 DON’T 
GET YOUR DRIFT, YOUR 
WORSHIPFULNESS! + 


And so, Jonah is fitted 
' with bells — on his bell-bottoms — 





And navigation lights on his top-knot! 


THERE! NOW PLA 


ALL WILL KNOW 


HMM... BIT 
FLASHY, 


ISN'T IT? 


I GO - — ANYTHING TO 
PLEASE THE JUDGE, 
HELLO! A SKATEBOARD!, 








"HE’S CAUSED ANOTHER ACCIDENT! 12% 
WITH A STEAM ROAD-ROLLER THIS TIME! 
WE’VE FAILED! 






‘ 
A( /DIOT! 1 HAD ) 
g THE RIGHT- rag 







( YOURSELF! STEAM 
GIVES WAY TO 
SAIL. EVERY JACK 
\ TAR KNOWS THAT. 









eB 79025 


9*7TTO95 





Ww 


Jonah 





- OAR 


PHEW! 
THEY’VE 
RACED PAST! 
THANK 
GOODNESS! 


HE SCUPPERS A 
SHIP. 





DID JONAH 
SCUPPER YOUR 
SHIP, 
MISTER? 


NO, LAD. HE 
KNOCKED US OFF THE PIER 


{ THAT AP-‘PIER’ 
FROM? 





Meanwhile— 


eS 
TIME TO SURFACE AND 
,( MAKE A RECCE. J 





NOW, THEN, WHEREABOUTS AM I? NOR-NOR-EAST, 
WEST BY NORTH, OR MAYBE EAST BY WEST? 


ARR! A TEENAGE 
MUTANT MONSTER! 
I’M OFF! 





Terrified, the seafarer jumps off the qu 


I’M OFF! I SEEM TO GET BLAMED FOR EVERYTHING 
THAT EVER HAPPENS! EERIE, IT IS! EERIE! 


MA! HE’S 
PINCHED MY 
_POGO-STICK! 





Later, at Jonah’s home— 


SON, WHY DON’T YOU HANG 
UP YOUR DEEP-SEA BOOTS? CALL 
IT A DAY. YOU’RE A DANGER 
TO SHIPPING. 


GIVE UP THE SEA? NEVER! THERE’S SALT 
WATER FLOWING IN MY VEINS! I 
COME FROM A LONG LINE OF MARINERS 
THAT GOES BACK TO THE TITANIC. 





I’M OFF TO SIGN ON. GET ANOTHER 
DEEP-SEA VOYAGE UNDER ME BELT. 





ONAH’S THE NAME AN 
SEAFARING’S MY GAME! / 





SORRY, MATEY! JUST INK — 
HERE’S SOME BLOTTER. 


NOW, THEN, 


HAVEN’T I 
SEEN YOUR 
MUG SOMEWHERE 


YES! YOU SENT ME TO JOIN A % 
PIDDLING LITTLE CHANNEL FERRY. 
BAD MISTAKE. I’M A 
DEEP-SEA MARINER, Y’SEE! 





ARR! NOW I REMEMBER! IT’S 
JONAH! THE JINX! GARSP! 





JUST REMEMBERED — 
PVE GOT A DENTAL 
APPOINTMENT. 


MUST CLEAN OUT 
THE CELLAR. 





WE’VE GOT 
SOME URGENT FILING 


AND I’M OFF TO 
CLEAN THE 
CHIMNEY. 





I’VE DECIDED TO 
FAX MYSELF TO 


WHAT’S WRONG? DON’T THEY LIKE 


MY AFTER-SHAVE? O/L OF CHAOS. 





WHAT REALLY 
HAPPENED? DID HE 
SINK THE 


Aboard the ferry, last week— 
at 


(THE SKIPPER’S TOLD ME TO GET UP 
STEAM, BUT THESE LOGS ARE DAMP. 


©-@®) 





OF PARAFFIN 
IS NEEDED... 


Meanwhile, innocent, unsuspecting — nay trusting — 
1 


passengers board the ferry for its norm 
dull, bori sing of the Ch 1. £ 





? Ie 
Back down below— Gar 7a 


WOW! Too MUCH 
a PARAFFIN! 


SEA travellers become AIR travellers— 





J ti 
THAT’S THE QUICKEST CROSSING 


: NOT EVEN 
TIME TO BUY SOME 
m= DUTY-FREE. 


Not everyone is pleased— 


tay 





HE’S AFTER MY BLOOD. ) 


S UPSET HIM? 


Presently— |Z 


na 












: @ (MAYDAY! MAYDAY! JONAH — ALERT! 
=~ 





NICE ONE, 
SKIP! NOW PULL 
OUT OF THE 
DIVE! 





WE’VE HIT 
A FERRY! 


It’s the fated ferry’s sister ship,the S. S. Metoo— 
—_ “Aa 


GRR! SUNK TWICE IN THE SAME DAY! 
WE’LL END UP ON CANDID CAMERA. 


FERRY, 
FERRY 
CLEVER! 





Back to the present— 


- SO YOU SEE, WE DAREN’T OFFER 
“HIM ANYTHING TO DO WITH SHIPS 


THERE MUST BE SOMETHING 
THAT WOULD SUIT HIM... 





GOT IT! THE VERY JOB 
FOR A MAN OF YOUR AQUATIC 
TALENTS — CITY WATER DIVINER! 


HOPE I CAN 
HANDLE THIS. 





HO! HO! HE’S OFF 
ON HIS NEW JOB. SAILORS MAY 
SLEEP SAFELY IN THEIR 
HAMMOCKS TONIGHT. 


—\ WELL DONE, 
TWISTON-SNOOTLY. 


WELL, HERE GOES. 
I COULD WELL BEA 
NATURAL AT THIS. 





IT’S — TW — TW — TWITCHING! 
I'VE ST-ST-STRUCK WATER 
me oe Zi 





u 


: YAHOO! THE TWITCHING’S 
GETTING TWITCHIER! THERE’S | 
= WATER HERE, 








Suddenly— Za | YOU GREAT 
YIPPEE! ve 4 THUNDERING TWIT! 
STRUCK WATER! 4\ YOU'VE FRACTURED 


THE CITY 
WATER MAIN! 





And VERY quickly— 


BASIL, I L. 
THINK I HEAR Y% 
THE SOUND OF JZ 

THE SEA. Yee 





= Ey 
ARR! WE'RE AWASH! Za 


MAN THE 


“ HEADING FOR 
THE HARBOUR! 





One by one, distressed mariners plunge into the sea— 


g wes TIMBERS! 


LOOK! THERE’S JONAH! HE’S TO BLAME. ). 
I HEARD IT ON THE RADIO. 


Tet a SSN 





I’M LOOKING FOR ANOTHER 11. 



















e ~_( NEW JOB. THIS ONE LOOKS PROMISING. ) 
EXPERIENCED, ARE YOU? YES! IVE BEEN IN U4 
: SS THE WATER OFTENER THAN 

7 Neen OUT OF IT. 








—Ci“aS SS 
: : 4 by = 
aah 








THIS 1S THE LIFE — AFLOAT 





OH, NO! IT’S JONAH! JINX OF TH 
SEVEN SEAS! ABOARD 


Zz 


ABANDON 
SHIP! 





JONAH TO THE 
RESCUE! 


LIFE-BELT! 








\ WE DON’T WANT TO BE alin 
WY allies | 


Ambulances rush the sailors to hospital, 
all suffering from severe life-belt beltings! 





WE MUST 
WARN THE 
ADMIRALTY. 








O 


"ELLO? WHAT’S THIS, 
THEN? PARACHUTISTS? 


GOTC al 





PRACTICALLY 
EVERYTHING 


WHY ARE 
K THEY PARACHUTING 
ME ON TO 
THIS DESERT 
ISLE? 








I’M ALL ALONE. NOT A SOUL IN SIGHT. ) 
I?LL HAVE TO MAKE THE BEST OF IT. 








4! 





Jonah settles down, happily— 


OH, I DO 
LIKE TO BE \J 
\ BESIDE THE 
SEASIDE! 





Soon, along comes an albatross and pinches 


one of Jonah’s coconut shell night-lights! 
I'VE ALWAYS WANTED TO BE A 
NIGHTBIRD, SO HERE’S MY CHANCE. JO 


HATCHES BATTENED \ =~ 
DOWN, SKIPPER! ALL} > 
LAMPS TRIMMED! 


j———_ ; 
————— 
RIGHT, M© PHERSON! 
KEEP A GUID LOOK-OOT. 
THIS IS A RICHT 


~ THICK PEA-SOUPER, 








Bos (HARD-A-PORT! 
oo oo ol —S—_ 





{ WE’VE STRUCK A REEF. 
ea 


IT'S THAT 
PESKY ALBATROSS’S 
FAULT! IT’S CARRYING 
A LIGHT. 





HERE’S THE WRECKER’S LIGHT! IF EVER \_ 
I FIND THE MURDEROUS VILLAIN WHO )——=—==— 
TRAINED THAT ALBATROSS TO LURE a 
PUIR SAILORS ONTA REEFS. PLL — )_—— 
TLL — PLL — = 


Ss 
a 8 


2 
< aA 
ee eee 


— a 
es 





ITS A 
BOAT-LOAD OF JOLLY 


as BOys! 





> ——__ CHERE! THAT’S ONE 





—( YOUR LAMP, YOU SAY? GRRRR! 


E°VE BEEN SHIPWRECKED BECAUSE OF YOU — 


YOUR LAMP AND TRAINED ALBATROSS. 


NO! NO! 2 
DON’T SHOOT! 
I’M _INNOCENTL, 





THANK GOODNESS I’VE 

LEARNED TO WATER-SKI. 

IT’S MY ONLY HOPE FOR 
A SHARP EXIT. 


COME BACK, YOU COWARD, 
AND FACE THE MUSIC! 


SORRY! 
I’M TONE 
DEAF! 
BYEE! 





A week or so later— 


PHEW! GASP! CIVILISATION AT 2& 
LAST — AND A SAFE HAVEN, I HOPE 


JOB MADE FOR ME 
WITH ALL MY Site eee 





JONAH, NO OFFENCE, BUT 
WE’D RATHER PAY YOU NOT TO 


YOU’D DO MORE GOOD COLLECTING 
MONEY FOR LIFEBOATS THAN 
SAILING THEM. HONEST. 








SORRY! DID I 
PRICK YOU? 


I'LL SAY YOU DID, 
YOU HAM-FISTED 
FISH-FACED FIEND! 








Poor Cynthia Corderoy-Crumple lands on 
the lifeboatmen’s pride and joy: 





—and sinks ! 


WHY BLAME ME? 
I WAS ONLY 
SELLING FLAGS! 





NOW, LISTEN, 2 
MERRYGROWTHER — 
DON’T YOU DARE 
RESCUE HIM. 





BUT, COX, HE’S GOT 


IT’S ALMOST FULL!) ccc 





A HAUL HIM 
UP! RESCUE 


NICE SHOT! BET H E 
LOCAL HOOP-LA CHAMP. 


2] 





LO, COX! LOOK WHAT 


1 FOUND DOWN 





coerce 


7h oer ORE IT 


EXPLODES! 








LOOK! HE’S CRASHED INTO THE 
WALL OF THE SEAMAN’S ARMS. 


HOPE THE 





1 ALWAYS MEANT 
TO FIT A HAT AND 
COAT RACK UP THERE 


\FOR OUR SAILOR BOYS 

NEVER GOT ROUND < 
TO IT. JUST AS 

WELL NOW—JONAHW’S } 
GOT THE JOB. 


® 
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Take care, Shipmate! 
BVO LIB 263 Just one more puff— 








GUESS I GAVE THAT ONE TOO MUCH PUFF. 
NEVER MIND — I’°VE GOT MORE 
IMPORTANT THINGS TO DO. 






YES! I'VE GOT MY FIRST] 
HI. ADMIRAL! (COMMAND, AT LAST. _| 
9 a : 


PUTTING TO SEA, Ss 
ARE WE? 





a, 
NOW, THEN, WHAT’S M’COURSE? 
WEST BY NOR’EAST? 


IT’S THAT AWAY! 





( THERE SHE GOES — MY PRIDE AND 
JOY, THE GOOD SHIP, ‘GRANITE’. 





Suddenly, the Admiral of the Duck 
Pond bellows forth— 


VESSELS TO SAIL. 
GET READY! »/7 





GO, GRANITE! 
FULL SPEED 


i¢ 


One, 
4 
ce IO 


Ttsv well named Granite, Jonah! 





BLISTER’N’ BARNACLES! my FAULT! i ) 
FORGOT TO REPLACE THE BUNG 
DRAINING THE BILGES! 





I'VE GOT A BIT OF CATCHING UP TO DO. 





re 


= 
oO 
[4 
rr 
= 
kK 
< 
x 
12) 


SHE’S A 
FLYING BOAT. 








BRING JONAH TO ME. 
I’M GOING TO KEEL-HAUL 
THE JINX! 





1 SEEM TO BE OUT OF FAVOUR. & 
TIME TO UP ANCHOR AND AWAY. )... 





Not a million leagues away— 


I’M A POSTMAN! 
I’M A POSTMAN! 
A JOLLY, JOLLY POSTMAN! 





SOME NICE 
POSTCARDS FOR 2 
READING TODAY. 











*ELLO! THE WIND’S 
BLOWN THE DOOR 





Just then— 


// WHERE IS HE? 
HE SANK THE 
WHOLE POND 











PHEW! THEY HAVE 
GOT THEIR DANDER UP. 
IP’LL STOP HERE TILL 
THE NEXT COLLECTION. 





Hours later, Jonah wearies— 


HELP! 


% 


A HAUNTED) @ 
2, (PILLAR BOX! 





A TALKING PILLAR 
BOX! OOOOW! 





Soon a crowd gathers— 


GHOSTS? RUBBISH! 
SOME IDIOT’S 
POSTED HIMSELF. 


SEND FOR HELP!.1°M 
LOCKED IN! 


LET HIM BE. SAFEST 
bx PLACE FOR HIM. 





Presently, Jonah’s dad happens by— 


YOUR YOUNG 
LAD’S POSTED 
HIMSELF. 


SOON HAVE YOU OUT, SON. I’M 


USING THE SUPER-SUCKER. STAND FAST! 





FOOT DOWN! FULL THROTTLE! 
RE WE GO! 


ca. Ne 
os 





Like a cork from a bottle, the pillar box 
is plucked bodily from its anchorage. 27 





Propelled by the full yank of Jonah 
| senior’s 9 h.p. breakdown truck,the pillar box 
zooms across Beanotown’s skyscape— 


IT’S A _U.F.O. 


OFFICE’S AIR MAIL 
SERVICE. 





Finally, Jonah soars across the harbour— 





— running out of power, mid-channel, right above 
the (until-now) good ship ‘Lucky Lady’! 


(il 







ma 


Yj, 


Cass BEEN 
SCUPPERED! 
tO AN ee iz 

: iy : 


MONSTER: FROM 
THE DEEP. 





IT WAS A PILLAR BOX THAT SANK US. 
‘( JONAH GOT OUT OF IT. THAT JINX’S GOT 


TO BE BROUGHT TO BOOK. 


NEVER EVER TRAVEL AIR MAIL, J) 
SHIPMATES — FAR TOO ¥ 


DANGEROUS. }—— & 





WANTED 
5 


ABLE-BODIED 
SEAMEN 
APPLY 
‘SAILORS’ 
ARMS' 


_ NINE 
BELLS 





Hy 


ba 
rel i‘, PAH) F fie i= 
vn a Ue ei 


I’LL TAKE MY CHANCE. YOU NEVER KNOW... COULD: 


BE ONE OF THE LUCKY FIVE. 








THEY'VE ALL GONE! MUST’VE GOT 
WIND OF A 
BETTER JOB. = 


() 





“YOURE THE 
ONLY APPLICANT, JONAH! 
JOIN THE MERCURY AS THE BOSUN? 


BOSUN’S MATE. “AVA 





1 AM, MATEY! AND BLACK-HEARTED 
—— BERTIE’S ME NAME! 


NOW GET YOUR GEAR STOWED.Y 
WE SAIL ON THE TIDE. 





Jonah returns—(1 DON’T KNOW WHERE WE?LL FETCH UP, 
SO I’M PREPARED FOR EVERYTHING. } 


SORRY, BOSUN! 
JUST MY 
SKI-STICKS! 





ALL HANDS 
ON THE 
BOSUN! 








<J 
YS ES 


THE BRIDGE HAVE |; 
' SIGNALLED FULL 4g 4G 
SPEED AHEAD, CHIEFY.;-@ | 
FLINT 

C ae 





The S.S. Mercury speeds out to sea— 


HEY! you’vE FORGOTTEN 
TO CAST OFF! 


"ANG ON, GERALD! 
WE’RE GOING 












Suddenly, the mooring ropes shear— 
> 


joe 
(OY 
ELLY 


— 








DON’T THINK 
YOULL GET 
AWAY WITH 





SORRY, COOKIE! 


DIDN’T SEE 
YOU. 





A flying cup of hot chocolate finds its mark — 
the back of the helmsman’s neck! 


ARRR! IVE BEEN 
SCALDED! 





Out of control, the S.S. Mercury 
zig-zags, slews and yaws— 





In the officers’ galley. 


WHAT IN 
THUNDER!) 


oF y Ss! oes ” ef 
; : < aan ss 


Sg So @ ee 











°LO, COOKIE! OFF YOU GO AND CHANGE. 
I’LL GIVE THIS ONE YOU SAVED TO 
THE HELMSMAN. 





THANKS, JONAH! TAKE THE 
WHEEL WHILE I HAVE A SIP. ) 


THIS IS MAGIC. I’M DRIVING A) 
BIG BOAT AT LAST. ee 








LET’S SEE HOW FAST Soe canst 66. OLD 
TUB CAN REALLY GO. 


WOWEE! FEEL THE 
POWER! SMASHIN’! 











At maximum knots, the S.S. Mercury streaks 
ahead like a bullet from a gun— 


WHAT THE DAVY NEST wire 


AT THE He 









IT’S JONAH, BOSUN! 
HE’S GOT THE 
WHEEL! 


a Te — ea — —_ —_ 
Disaster! The S.S. Mercury runs ashore— 








—and ploughs a deep furrow up the 
beach, reaching parts no other 
ship can! 


The Leviathan sails up the High Street, 
her momentum scarce 
diminishing— 








—till finally, her energy expended, 
she comes to rest amidst chaos 


~) 1 WANT 
() =D) (JONAH DEAD 
(Be OR ALIVE! 


‘More feared than the police, traffic warden 
Betsie O'Flynn stomps on to the scene— 


AN ILLEGAL 
PARKER! I°LL 
BOOK HIM! 








YOU’RE PARKED ON 
DOUBLE YELLOWS 


Just then, Jonah Senior trundles up— 


WELL, I'M BLOWED! & SHIP STRANDED IN 
THE HIGH STREET. NEVER THOUGHT ; 2X 
I’D BE CALLED OUT TO 
ONE OF THEM. 


PITY IT WASN'T A. 
BATTLE-SHIP. THAT 
WOULD REALLY HAVE 
MADE MY DAY. 





Meanwhile, Jonah has gone into 
hiding. Well, d’you blame him? 


/ DON'T KNOW WHY THE CAPTAIN'S 
= SO ANGRY! I DIDN'T SINK HIS ya 
yey SHIP. I PARKED IT NEATLY p 

ber IN THE HIGH STREET. 


PUT ON THAT DISGUISE! 
BEST I COULD FIND. 
















NOW I’M SAFE FROM THE 
CAP'N'S WRATH -—@,_ 


l’VE BEEN ROBBED! SOMEONE’S 
NICKED MY KILT AND HELMET. 


SO THAT’S WHERE 


MUM GOT MY DISGUISE. | 





1 SAY, CONSTABLE, PLEASE 
HELP ME FIND MY EAR-RING. 





I HEARD IT DROP, 
BUT THEN IT JUST 
— VANISHED. 








WELL, LET’S HAVE Fa 
A JOLLY GOOD LOOK, = 
oy SHIPMATE. 













LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE TO 
MY SIGN, YOU HAIRY SCOTTISH 
HAGGIS-BASHER. 





ww 


‘ mee 
YOU STUPID PICTISH POULTICE! 
YOU’VE FRACTURED 









The gushing jet surges across the 
harbour and fills the M.V. Frog— 





—to the gunwhales! 
\" * 





UP, UP AND AWAY 










VE INJURED MY. BACK. YOULL HAVE 
TO TAKE OVER MY 

SHIPWRECK BREAKDOWN) 
SERVICE. 





ell 








I THINK I7M GOING TO LIKE THIS — 
HELPING MARINERS OUT OF DISTRESS. 





But no mariner in distress or 
otherwise wants Jonah’s help. 


FULL SPEED AHEAD FOR 
NEW YORK. JONAH’S 
ON THE LOOSE! 





-, 


COME BACK! I’M HERE TO HELP! 
-( HOLES PATCHED. RIVETS RENEWED! 


F hdd 
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7 DAD’S ON HIS FEET, AGAIN, SO I’°VE BEEN 
WRITING TO TRY TO GET A REAL SAILOR 
JOB AND TODAY MY LUCK’S TURNED. I’°VE 
GOT-A BERTH ABOARD THE 2 
TITANIC I] — AS LOOK-OUT! gage 
LUCKY ME, EH? yee 
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_ SONAK® 
SCUPPERED: 





AND IN MEMORY OF HIS DARING DEEDS, 
THAT STATUE WAS DULY ERECTED BY 
HIS SHIPMATES. 





ee 


BUT COVERING THEIR 
EYES IS A VERY 44 
GREAT PITY — 









K THEY SHOULD DEMOLISH THAT HORROR UP THERE. 
IT’S MOST DISTRESSING TO US SENSITIVE 
SAILOR BOYS. 


IT’S CAUSING 
TOO MANY 
ACCIDENTS. 






RACE 


a MI wi ©) 


alt 
= 


l= 


i 


—— 


WELL, DRAW NIGH, DEAR 


LS 


AND YOU, ANCIENT MARINER — 
SLING YOUR HOOK. I’M 
TELLING THE TALE NOW — 
THE AUTHQRISED VERSION. 








THE HERO WHO SAVED THE S.S. GIGANTIC 
-WHEN SHE HIT AN ICEBERG BACK IN 1914. 


= = A 
in ———— ad 


= HE 





A 


"YOU SEE, OLD JONAH 


CAME FROM A LONG IT’S TRUE! WE’RE AS 
LINE OF BRAVE )/1ONG A LINE OF BRAVE SAILOR 
SAILOR BOYS. BOYS AS YOU’LL EVER SEE ON 
ONE SHIP AT ONE TIME. 


WE’RE THE SHIP’S 





TC LET ME INTRODUCE MY FAMILY. THAT’S 
DAD — GRANDAD — AND GREAT GRANDAD. 
_ y c 
ie ‘\ Lat 5 j S 
Oysy. Ars 1) OMS 





WE’RE ALL APPRENTICES HERE. NONE 
OF US HAS PASSED OUR PASSING-OUT 
EXAMS YET. THE ROTTEN ADMIRAL 
KEEPS ON FAILING US. 





FED UP OF THE SIGHT OF YOU LOT, 
I’M DOING THE DISHONOURABLE THING, 





WE 
Pp 
Neer EXAM 


The “Vin Colander spies Jonah— 
: } IT’S JONAH! PVE BEEN Baa 


= 


Oe 








Lc YOUR NEW ee 





SILLY SAILORS! : 
THEY’LL BE ALL AT SEA 
WITHOUT A NAVIGATOR. 


GOOD IDEA! 
PLL JOIN THE 
REAL NAVY. 








Jonah doesn’t take no for an ane? 
am 


LET ME SIGN ON 
AS SHIP’S COOK, 





SHIP’S 3 ; 
CARPENTER? 


Cy 


SHIP?’S & 
PLUMBER? 


you Must \E ay ES 





_( SHIPS SOON HAVE THE 
SURGEON, BOSUN’S NEW 
THEN? PEG-LEG FITTED. 


THE ANSWER |S 
NO! NO! NO! 


NO SECOND 
THOUGHTS? 





Presently— 


2 


Ah 
Ji 


At the docks H.M.S. Wanchancy’s crew embark— 


PONSOBY- 





PUSSYKINS — 
SHIP’S CAT! 





a 


I CAN GET OUT OF 
MY DISGUISE NOW. 
Ds 
fy er, 
D. - we 





" ll/ 


EH? WHAT? 
me, \ WHO'S THAT? 









A BARREL OF 
BEST GROG FOR 
HIS CAPTURE. 





























: NOT FOR 
I’M NOT ALL THE 


SAILING 
GROG. IN 
WITH JONAH. JAMAICA. 











However, not all have left— i 


COME OUT, YOU 
SCURVY SCALLYWAGS. 






1 DON’T WANT TO HEAR ANY SUPERSTITIOUS 
BALDERDASH. THERE ARE NO SUCH THINGS 


AS JINXES, HOODOOS, DEMONS 
. 
: CS 
iG, 
7S 


OR THINGS THAT-GO-BUMP- J 
“= 









IN-THE-DAY-OR-NIGHT. 
Z=—-A> 
oa} WR0// 





te 
CH 





% ! 


\ 


CH 





Cail TT 





} 


SO YOU’LL ALL WORK SHOULDER TO 


( I’VE GOT TO VISIT MY STEP-GRANNY HERE. 
YOU LOT CARRY ON. I’LL i; 





a es | 
JONAH! CLEAN THE G Ns. )————— 
a 













AND DON’T FORGET TO CLEAN 
THE INSIDES OF THE BARRELS. 


HE’S IN. LET’S 
DO IT QUICKLY. 














a a a as ae el 


——————__ SX 





Jd 
/j Y 3 








And then— 








: oa ra 
ae 


H 
DA 
“Bz 


OH, DEAR! I’ve GOT AN 
AWFUL HEADACHE NOW. 





WHAT'S |/ JUMBA 
THAT? 





SEA-WEED’S 
A PROBLEM. 





& 


olga 


SLOORPA 


( JULLUMBEE 


—sS 


EE: 





[a4 


ran 
Ww 
oy 
je} 
> ull 19. 





DRY LAND 
AT LAST! 





WHAT A STROKE OF LUCK! ILL TODDLE 
ALONG AND GET A BITE AND A 
BED FROM THE MISSIONARY. 





: ( THE HOSPITAL! 


7 MY HEAD’S 
SPLITTING. 


I'VE GOT \ 
THE EXACT 





Jonah boards( THIS 1S AN OPEN TRUCK. 
.the train— 
ie 





LET’S HAVE A LOOK AT THE 
COMPANY’S REGULATIONS. 
La wee 
wy 
i 
@) 





WE'RE 2 
DOOMED! 


ABANDON 
TRAIN! 


HEY! WHO HAVE YOU 
LEFT TO DRIVE THE TRAIN? 





i 
TYPICAL! I’LL HAVE TO 
TAKE CHARGE, I SUPPOSE. 





WE°’VE HIT 
THE BUFFERS! 


The train goes off the end of the station pier— 


VY; 


Y We Z, Ly 








SINKS 























I'M GETTING THE BLAME 
FOR THE ACCIDENT. CHEEK! 
HOPEFULLY NO 
ONE WILL 
RECOGNISE ME 
UNDER THESE ~ 
BANDAGES. 


Later, Jonah is discharged— 






I’M HEADING HOME — 
BY BOAT, NOT TRAIN, ° 
THANK YOU VERY MUCH! 








WHO’S THE 
NEW PASSENGER, 
I WONDER? py 











Yes, the face that’s sunk a thousand 
ships has done it again— 





Here he is— THERE’S NOT ENOUGH 
ROOM TO SWING A KITTEN 
ON THIS WEE ISLAND. 


°LO, SHIPMATES! 
BIT CROWDED, 
Is IT? 


HIS ISLAND’S FULL. 
RY THE NEXT ONE. 





DON’T THROW ANY MORE ROCKS, WE CAN’T 


AFFORD TO LOSE STANDING ROOM. 





lr 


WHOPPER. 








DON’T LET 
IT GET AWAY! 


RE SNARLED IN 


} 
Nt 
= 
=| 
1) 
Zk 
= 
o 
i 
Ee 
in 
<= 
kK 


THEY’ 





Z—NG Z), 

iE 

QQ TES // 7,4 
NV | 


wry 
ee 








ATTENTION! THERE’S A JONAH AT 


LET’S HEAD 
FOR THE 
LOW SEAS. 



















Meanwhile, the 
First World War 
has broken out~ 


OH, A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVES! 
WITH LOTS OF TRULY CLOSE SHAVES! ). 


f sa ACHTUNG! ZL 
BRITISHER BOTE DEAD AHEAD. )). 




















. 


IND) : 





Presently, a British warship heaves to— 
U 7 oN t 


AHOY THERE, SAILOR BOY! WELL DONE! 
YOU'VE JUST SUNK THE GERMAN FLEET! 


ITS ADMIRAL 
JELLIROE. I’M 
IN HIS GOOD) 





Wy 









AND THAT’S WHY THEY ERECTED 
THE STATUE TO MY DAD — 
OLD JONAH R.N. 
HEART OF OAK! 


| CTHAT MONSTROSITY’S 
THERE SOLELY AS A DIRE 
WARNING — TO FRIGHTEN 
SAILORS AWAY FROM THE 
ROCKY SHORE. 


YOU ROTTEN CAD! WHY 
SPOIL A PERFECTLY GOOD 
YARN BY TELLING THE 





. EXCITING STUFF HAPPENING 
ON THE BEACH. 


— 
wt 


oes 1S i. 
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HELLO, MISSUS! 
LIGHTNING, EH? 
THAT’S MY 
TORTOISE’S 








RASPBERRY CORDIAL! 
VERY NICE! SHAME 
TO WASTE IT 
ON A SHIP’S BOTTOM. 


—* 


— a _ M _| 
he LIT ITT ee 


—SJS ——s _— 
c— i —\ “ol 


{ YOU FOOL! YOU*VE JINXED THAT 
SHIP FOR ETERNITY. 





Suddenly, the launching platform | 
shudders, creaks and yaws — 


WHAT’S 
HAPPENING? 


i 


— 


(22 — IT Ih am Woe OS SS SY E= 7| 





WHAT SHIP’S THAT, JIM, LAD? 


Ww BE THE ILL-FATED LIGHTNING 
WHAT JONAH JINXED. 


NOW, THEN, ME | HEARTY LADS, WHAT 
AM I BID FOR THIS SPANKING 

NEW SHIP? NEVER BEEN RACED 

NOR RALLIED. 





10 MILLION? 
FIVE? ONE? 


A POUND? FIFTY 
PENCE? 





TIVE GOT My OWN 
p-BpPr SHIP AT LAST! 
= YAHOO! 
SRY 


f mi 
fi < 
Siz ao! YW I 





a pilin 
10( LET’S GO, MATEYS, WHILE WE CAN. ~~ 





CONGRATS, SON! SHE’S A 
FINE VESSEL, WORTHY 
OF A LONG LINE OF JONAHS. 









SCARPER, SHIPMATES! 
THE JINX’S LOOKING 
« TO CREW HIS SHIP. 


A 


FLOUNDER & SWAMP 
(SHIPS AGENTS) 


es 





The word spreads; panic Ee Bai 
is unleashed — SORRY, SON, I-NEED 
THIS FOR A QUICK 


OUCH! | SEE 
NO LAMP-POSTS! 





AJONAH WILL NEVER GET ME. 
RTO RISE FROM 


(ZZ iC \CMY SICK BED! J) 
DD. MTOODLE-o0o! 
OG 


GABA 





PIECES OF EIGHT! 
( PIECES OF EIGHT! 
JONAH’S A JINX! 
JONAH’S A JINX! 























THAT BE A WARNING, THAT BE! 
TORTURED SOULS MUST HEED 
IT OR BE DOOMED. 





LIVING SOUL TO BE SEEN. 
THE TOWN’S DESERTED. - 








WELL, I°LL JUST HAVE TO FOLLOW IN b 
THE FOOTSTEPS OF GRANDAD EBENEEZER. 
HE KNEW HOW TO RAISE A CREW. F==— 





QUICK! HIDE! 
JONAH’S COMING. 

















AVAST, YE SCURVY 
DOGS! SHAKE A LEG! 
SIGN ARTICLES WITH 

CAPTAIN JONAH! 

J 7 





: a Lit] 
== 3S 
"ye i ; fala ae 


Pi 

"SEE HIM OFF, LADS, 
| ~_ Sy WITH A ROUND 
PS _ OF TRIPE! 








THEY’RE A BIT SHY, EH? 
NEEDING A BIT OF COAXING, EH? 


RIGHT! THIS°LL FLUSH "EM O 


‘s _— | 





YO-HO! 
BLOW THE 4. 
MAN DOWN! 











“THIS’LL BRING ’EM SCURRYING OUT — 
AND GASPING TO 2 
JOIN ME. a 


?; = 





~ 
£ 
x 
3 
5 
3 
Ww 
: 
S 
3 
e 
3 
S 
® 





IN YEARS TO COME YOU°LL BOAST YOU 
SAILED THE SEVEN SEAS WITH 
CAP’N JONAH, THE GREAT NAVIGATOR. 











= 


| 


iG A ES SX 
ress 
us 


Irs MIGHTY 
STRONG PONG. 





NO PLACE 
HERE FOR 
US RATS. 


WHAT A BUNCH 
OF STINKERS! 











Jy VT 


H 


SS) 
ull MY sae 


—sS z 
i 
= 


(yd 
iw 


aa 
“an 


wz DISHONOUR! 


THEY’VE TURNED UGLY AS WELL | 
AS SMELLY. AND THEY’VE 
BURST FREE! 





SLIT HIS 
GIZZARD. 
& ~ Ca (CI 





"MADE IT SAFELY 
TO THE SX 


Pe rT 


BOATS ON THE WAY! 
GULP! 





| PS CLAP HIM 
ZZ IN RED-HOT Le 
oa Se IRONS! a 












el "AS 
) 





I’LL SHELTER IN THE 
DRIVER’S CAB. 


THAT’S AS 
S 


























WHAT AM I TO DO IF THEY 
OLLOW? WHOOPS! WHAT HAVE 
1 ELBOWED? 5- 








28 But ten tons of machinery are on their way down! 


.) 
9° 
“ 
= O 


& 

= 

~ 

D 


n 


Oh, dear! This is go 
ears before ei 





RE VE ABANDON See CAPA DON SH (C M 
> ES 5 A Xx 
» S ‘Ss 








ee 


LETT TE 


JONAH’S UP IN 
THAT CRANE’S CAB. 


pi 


OH, DEAR! 1M IN 
TROUBLED WATERS. 


OH, DEAR AGAIN! THE ONLY 
WAY DOWN IS DOWN! 





I’VE RUN OUT OF 
CABLE — AND IT’S 
SWINGING — SWINGING! 
I’M GETTING DIZZY — 
FAINT — 





I CAN’T HANG 
ON ANY LONGER — 
¢ AAARGH! 


I 
‘ 


» 





YOU GREAT LUMP 
OF BLUBBER! THE 


by 
THROTTLE’S JAMMED 
emmy “WIDE OPEN. 









= BRAKE! BRAKE! were 
<7 RUNNING OUT OF LINE. 


eS sseiedesee 








ys 


yo 
Pe es MBO, 





: THE CAP’N WON’T BE 
TOO HAPPY ABOUT THAT. } 





WHAT SHIP’S THAT, NED? 


"PM CLEARING OUT. 


I’M SURE TO GET 


THE BLAME. 





“AND I°M COMPLETELY BLAMELESS. 
BUT WHO'LL BELIEVE ME? I’M 
ALWAYS THE SCAPE-GOAT. #7 










I’M OFF TO SEA, WHERE 
I’LL BE SAFE FROM FIBS, 
me LIES AND ROTTEN 


Oh, oh! You've done it again, Jonah! 
ae ah 24 
oe —= a. 0 
(Ga SoM) = OFF L. 


Bere rma 


ee pti 


ET any 
ji 

S d A ZANT 
(g) 





i 





WELL, THAT’S ) 
GOT NOTHING 
TO DO WITH 

































MAYBE I°LL FIND A CREW IN HERE. 
[saioes’ Home| 
; 
oo” fe 





EDEL, 





ld 
CAP’N JONAH! 
] 
OPEN UP! a3 















LADS. 


p- io 4 
cr 
bat 


Pea 


ov 


IT’S JONAH, | 
HE WANTS -A CREW. 
DRIVE AS 
FAR AWAY AS POSSIBLE — } 
SIBERIA, IF 





_ 
Sam 


VE GOT A FINE SHIP, 
BUT NO CREW. 
WHAT A PICKLE! 











SOLVE YOUR 
PROBLEMS 


WH 
ROBOTS! 


(OH, A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE, 
- iS A LIFE FOR SAILORS BRAVE! 
( (@ 





OUR LATEST NAUTICAL MODELS ARE FULLY 
WATER-PROOF AND GUARANTEED FOR 


20,000 LEAGUES. 


THE JINX! HE’S HIRED US. 
WE’RE DOOMED. I FEEL IT 
IN MY SEMI-CONDUCTORS. 








(\ 
Nm 


ne 
Za \ 77 
(_] er 
LY 
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(=) 
4 rN 
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The robots quickly disguise themselves — 





h 


Prat 


IT’S AN EMERGENCY, SON! I’VE 
GOT MUTINY ON MY HANDS. 











"OH, CORKS! ’'M NOT USED TO SCOOTERS. 
HAVEN'T QUITE GOT THE HANG 
OF THE STEERING. 5— 











JONAH’S 
COMING. 





(A 


Eby! 


mane 
(Za 
ee 


LOOK OUT, 
YOU SILLY 












Be 
mq 
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ARR! I'VE SWERVED OFF 
THE END OF THE JETTY — 
ALL BECAUSE OF THAT FOOL. 





mil 


| 
i= 


bos ilifisiiictl TI 
aie uw ! 


il 
D 


=- 







VY HO! HO! JONAH’S SUNK A DOZEN BOATS — AND 
= mr THEY WEREN'T EVEN IN THE WATER 
TO START W:TH. s— 





— 


A 
1S. 


PLL HAVE YOU FLOGGED 
AROUND THE FLEET. yA 


I DIDN’T DRIVE INTO THE 
DOCKS — YOU DID! 





‘MY UNCLE HORATIO’S THE DOQRMAN 
IN HERE. P’LL GET HIM TO 


HIDE ME UNTIL THE HUE 7” | 
AND CRY DIES DOWN. AI 
a pl 





ARE YOU THERE? 
I’M iN TROUBLE! 


aE rat 
WATCH IT, 
THOMAS! 








Meanwhile — 





The meeting is in very full session — | 
> YP 


: “ORDER! ») “nf 
EXC ORDER! ¥ 
oe, 


aT 
recall 


ORDERLY TT 
e* Z WAP 


NC 


eo 


a) 
€ 


a 





DO IT MY WAY — 
= CLAP HIM IN 


Suddenly, enter Uncle SHIPMATES! ALL YOUR 
Horatio —_. PROBLEMS ARE OVER. 
( JONAH’S BEEN TAKEN CARE OF. 
HARKEN! 





One harkening__4_ , 
later — ol 


+. 


THEY'VE GOT A 
NEW EXHIBIT, I 
AR 


( SEA-MONSTER — 
IN A BOTTLE! 


MARITIME 
MUSEUM | 


yA 
Ny 


al 





And here it is — 


1 DON’T THINK THIS IS FUNNY! 
UNCORK ME, I SAY! 
AND DECANT! 


SORRY, JONAH — 
rT WE CAN’T 
DECANT. 


Printed and Published in Great Britain by D.C. THOMSON & CO., LTD., 
185 Fleet Street, London EC4A 2HS. 
© D. C. THOMSON & CO., LTD., 1995. 





——— 





OH, DEARIE ME! 
I'VE HAD A WEE MISHAP! 


aT 





MISHAP? ROT! THAT’S THE TENTH 
BUOY YOU’VE RAMMED THIS WEEK. YOU’RE 
BECOMING AN EXPERT! 
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@ 
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OO ———————— EEE 
RIDICULOUS! A FUSS OVER NOTHING. 
BUOYS JUST GET IN THE WAY. 


aA 
Cc 
[i 
Ly 


—_a 


BETT WITHOUT THEM, 
spn A 
LO ) A 
ATE! (/ 


Milita Mf 


fl 





WHAT’S THAT 
DRAUGHT? 





fone 
S 


Gg. 
« pe. Pay | 


C 
(sll PEIN, a 


ss ee 
Oy 









E( JONAH! HE WALKED ACROSS 
THE BOWS OF A LORRY. A. —-—~_- 
IT HAD TO DROP ANCHOR. 
a oy 


py, 
{7 ey = 
cf Me })/ 
—— 





PLL HAVE HIS NAUTICALS 
FOR ELEVENSES! 





a 


me == 


IT’S ME, DAD! HOME — AND 
DON’T SPARE THE HORSES. 


7 " 
Lt 


Ass wit 


“rie \ 





PLL DO IT 
RIGHT AWAY! ) 





A 


oa 
y= A NAVAL NUDE! 


A CALL THE 
=. 
=e 


P 
2 


OLICE! 


FF 














GET DRESSED, SON, 
WHILE I BAIL 
YOU OUT. 





1 RECKON IT’S ME THAT’LL TEACH 


NAVAL 
COLLEGE 


Uf 


THEM A THING 
OR TWO IN HERE. 





Soon, the new students fall in for their first lessons — 


| ™ ‘SE 7 
SOUND YOUR SIREN NO. 6! 
DROP YOUR ANCHOR NO. 2! 
SLOW AHEAD NO. I! 








GIMME SEA ROOM, MATE! ——" 
it: an 1) 
6 


Be 











eal 
WHOOPS! WHERE DID HE COME FROM? 
a es 


to a 
= ¢ de Hy 4 iE > 








Never having witnessed such shocking seamanship, 


Commodore Bugleblower sounds off — 


tt 





YOU BUNGLING BUFFOON, 
> JONAH! DON’T YOU 
KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT 


SEAMANSHIP? 





— WHO, SIK¢ ME, Sik. 

“OF COURSE, SIR. 1 COME FROM A 
_..LONG LINE OF SEAFARERS. a 
I KNOW MY BEAM FROM MY AFT. 7 





uni FROM YOUR STARBOARD. I ORDERED). 
2¢SLOW AHEAD’! NOT FULL AHEAD, *FOOLT™ 





1 \ 


\\\\ 


GREEN LIGHT TO 
STARBOARD — RED 
TO PORT,GOT IT? 


mi 





e. 
~~ 


AND SHIPS 
PASS PORT 
TO PORT. IS <: 
THAT CLEAR? 


NAVIGATIONAL AIDS-— 
NOT SKITTLES! ; 





HAS THE COMMODORE BEEN GIVING 
7 YOU SPECIAL TUITION, JONAH? 
ay HO! HO! rLL SOON_S- 
HAVE YOU OUT! 


1 THINK HE’S TAKEN A LIKING TO YOU. 
AREN’T YOU THE LUCKY ONE? 














Two weeks later — 
LOOK! I’VE GOT MY 
SKIPPERS’ ‘A’ LEVELS. 


ACTUALLY, IT’S A FORGERY — 
IT’S THE ONLY WAY I CAN 
GET RID OF ’EM. 
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I'VE BEEN CERTIFIED, CAP’N. 
CAN I HAVE THE JOB? 





YOU’RE CERTIFIED ALL RIGHT! I 
RECOGNISE YOU. YOU’RE JONAH! 


GET OFF MY SHIP! 
on (Cé = 
HD 


oy oy o p! 


aa OOOAR! 





DISGUISE AND 
TRY AGAIN. 


ME! } 
IT’S MY OLD SALT SPECIAL — —4 
ON SPECIAL OFFER! 


fae 6 
Fi eT 
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AHOY, THERE, ME HEARTIES! } 
T’S ME, CAP’N DIPP! 
_— LY SEEKING A SHIP. 








ra = 
GOT A BERTH FOR AN 4 Ne 
ANCIENT MARINER, MATEY? ) * 
3 
VE {See 
IZ — wd bes 


——— 





SLING YOUR PLL TAKE THAT 
‘ HOOK! AS ‘NO’, SHALL I? 
vn iD 


LAG 








HELLO! WHAT’S THIS? WHY, 
IT’S THIS FELLOW’S PAPERS. HE’S 


WELL, I’LL TROT OFF 
IN HIS PLACE! 


ae 


IT?S GONE 
ALL FOGGY. 





I’M CAP’N TROTT! I RUN A TIGHT SHIP — 


: GET MY DRIFT? WHEN I SAY 
4 ws ‘JUMP’, YOU JUMP! 
é ¢ : 


| ((D i 
















JUMP TO IT, 
D’YOU HEAR? 


(ae) 

















I DIDN'T MEAN JUMP 
OVERBOARD! 


WE KNOW 
YOU. CHEERIO! 





1 CAN MANAGE WITHOUT 
THEM. CAST OFF! 

















LL... LLL) 
FULL STEAM AHEAD, }/7 
ENGINE-ROOM! )~7/ 








act 


LOOK! I CAN 
STEER BLINDFOLDED! 
BRILLIANT, EH? 












THERE’S 
ABSOLUTELY NOTHING 






ZA | 


Worried by the sounds of collisions, 


the engineer pops up for a look — WHAT’S 
GOING ON? 


GREAT DOGGER BANKS! 
; IT’S "IM — JONAH! 














Hours later — 


I MUST KEEP A GOOD LOOK-OUT. 
I DON’T WANT TO RUN DOWN 
SOME POOR FISHERMAN. 





{ SHOVE OVER! 
P> STEAM GIVES 
it WAY TO SAIL! 








I’LL REPORT YOU 
TO LLOYDS! I GOT 
YOUR NUMBER! 
YOU'LL BE HEARING 
FROM MY 
SOLICITORS! 


THIS IS JUST AN UPSET — 
NOT A SINKING! 


eS 
EE es 43 | 





I’M PRETTY GOOD. 


LOOK — I°VE MADE A ) 
LANDFALL. 





Even on water-skis Jonah’s a danger 
WHO’S THAT zx 


{ YOU'RE ON 
THE ROAD, NIGEL. 


\ 


i 
alll 


A 
AN 


mS JONAH! 
SWERVE, 


NIGEL! 





NOW YOUVE IT WAS THAT 


' IDIOT, JONAH’S 
RAMMED A TRAM! Pq FAULT. 


1 CAN’T BEAR TO LOOK. 
THE HARBOUR’S FULL OF 
RECKLESS IDIOTS. 77% 





BOY, OH BOY! Ive 
BOUNCED OFF A BUOY. ¥ 





























W WHERE 
1 GOING? 





And, pirouetting across the jetty Johnny Joiner 


wallops six jolly tars for six — 


————— 
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EN OVERBOARD 


LOOK, DORIS — 
SYNCHRONISED 





| 


Meanwhile, Jonah’s in pursuit of his Skipper’s ‘A’ Level — 





“ MUSTN'T LOSE THIS. Ts )] yy 
MY ONLY PROOF I'VE 
BEEN CERTIFIED. a= 


TCH! IT’S GONE ON 
BOARD THIS 
SQUARE-RIGGER. 














But there’s many a slip — 


A 




































YOU’RE IN LUCK, CAP’N! 
I’M A CERTIFIED SAILOR, “= 


i GUARANTEED! [= 
ee 






RIGHT! FISH THOSE 
POOR TARS OUT 
OF THE DRINK! 





ALL 1 ASK FOR IS A 
TALL SHIP, AND A 
STAR TO SAIL 
HER By! 


STEADY THE HELM, YOU FOOL! 
YOUR AFT’S ABAFT THE BEAM! 





=! STEADY YOUR HELM! 
WE’RE IN DIRE STRAITS. 





The inevitable happens — 


‘ape 
PAO 
Al > lt a DOT 


= 


The lighthouse-keeper turns a 
lighter shade of yellow — 





WHAT’S THAT, 
ROGER? 





The lighthouse lantern Slap-bang amidships! 
and gallery plummet — 

















GOSH, SMITHERS! , 
OUR ROWING EIGHTS 
NOW TWO FOURS! 


— 





Ss 


SS 
OH ROTTEN LUCK, LADS! 
pete. A DOUBLE SINKING! at 


WHAT AM I GETTING THE 
BLAME FOR? I WAS 
ONLY STEERING. 








THERE WE ARE. NICELY INFLATED! 
OVER THE SIDE WITH HIM! 












THIS IS NO WAY TO TREAT A ) 


CERTIFIED DEEP-SEA SAILOR! 





LET’S HAVE 


Zz 
Zz 
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IP’VE BEEN 
PUNCTURED. 





Hours later — 
Yy Wi = 


nox C 


THE SAHARA? 





BLAST! 1 SHAN’T NEED MY CERTIFICATE 
HERE. I’M MILES FROM ANY SEA. 
IT’S A CONSPIRACY! 


I 
Sue 
O 
LET’S GO L| 
-~ BEFORE HE 
REALISES WE’RE 


SHIPS OF THE 
DESERT! 
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